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CHAPTER I 

THE TIGER-HUNTERS 

T HIS name of “Tiger-hunters,” taken by the 
well-known Society started in Tokio four 
months before the war was borrowed from a 
gang of Korean bandits with whom the Japanese 
society had nothing to do. There are no tigers 
in Japan, but there are in Korea; and the Jap- 
anese have a saying that “ to fight with Koreans is 
to fight with tigers,” because all the Koreans run 
away, and only tigers remain to be dealt with. 

These Japanese “ Tiger-hunters ” (Tora-gari) were 
a half-secret body, whose aims seem to have been at 
first social rather than political : for, as we know, 
Japan seethes with the thoughts of our Western 
Socialists, and is big with change. However, as 
the war went on, the “ Tiger-hunters,” remaining 
social, became political also, like the “ Boxers ” of 
China. With that upstartness of all young Jap- 
anese things, the “ Tiger-hunters ” took upon them- 
selves to have their say even in the strategy of the 
war ; no interest of the nation remained beyond 
their meddling ; and like that “ Jacobin Club ” which 
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started as a debating-society during the Revolution, 
but soon became the voice of France, so with the 
“ Tiger-hunters.” 

Among them were men of all classes, from 
Daimio’s son to seller of straw-sandals ; they spread 
into branches as a gourd grows ; formed vigilance- 
committees, correspondence-committees ; admission 
to membership was made with a rite ; their 
headquarters came to be an old temple-grove 
among the hills round Nagasaki ; and the meetings 
there were often at night. 

Seven “ Tiger-hunters ” met in the Japanese 
restaurant in London on the night of the nth of 
January, when the war was a year old, among 

them being Baron M , lately of the General 

Staff, and now President of the Nagasaki branch 
of the “ Tiger-hunters.” 

Hardly a reader will know this restaurant ; 
just where it is one may not tell : but it is 
in a residential block in Bloomsbury. One 
passes down a corridor, through a courtyard, 
up a stair, and knocks at a door on which are 
painted some Japanese words. It is kept by 
a French girl and a hobbling old Jap. There 
are two bare rooms in which one sits and in which 
one eats ; and the electric light over the eating- 
table looks down upon the oddest way of dining — 
as it were the grimace of a dinner, dinner and light 
together making a symbol of New Japan, East and 
West met at last, and jigging together to the tune 
of the funniest ominous yankee-doodle-doo . 

Six men — four Japanese, one English, one Ameri- 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE TIGER-HUNTERS 


9 


can — sat round the table. Snacks of raw fish were 
before them, with a sauce which somehow “ cooked ” 
the fish ; then came six pans of raw meat and onions 
on six spirit-lamps, and they cooked the meat, mix- 
ing sugar with it, deftly snatching out hot tit-bits 
meanwhile into their mouths with their chopsticks, 
like long-beaked birds : for I take it that whereas 
forks are instead of the claws of beasts, chopsticks are 
instead of the beaks of birds : but forks are better 
than chopsticks, for beasts are better than birds. 
Before the meat was cooked there was a knock, 

and in came Baron M , who made the seventh 

man. The six bowed themselves, o'jigi, before 
him ; and the baron ate with them. 

At that date there was much talk of peace every- 
where— in fact, a sort of armistice had been on foot 
for two weeks. 

It was not that the two peoples were “ knocked 
out,” but that it was now seen everywhere that 
whichever of the two won the duel, the “balance 
of power ” would be upset : if Russia, that might 
mean a Slav Asia ; if Japan, that would be the 
Yellow Danger come : either way might be followed 
by more war, till the fire became a globe of fire. 

The hope was, that the issue might be an “ as youl 
were ” for the two Powers ; and toward this most 
people were now working. 

Peace, however, was hardly the thought in the 
mind of the yellow races at that moment ; nor the 
aim of the “ Tiger-hunters ” in especial ; nor of 
Baron M above all men. 

The baron stirred his mass of meat, sugar, and 
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onions over the spirit-lamp, and snatched out hot 
tit-bits into his mouth like a hungry bird. He sat 
on the edge of his chair, one leg under it, the other 
cocked forward, with something very nimble in 
his air, as though he was on the very point of spring- 
ing at someone. He was a man of “ a fierce coun- 
tenance.” His paltry body, dad in rough European 
dothes, his great head, with its scowl and its scanty 
hair, gave him somewhat the look of a yellow, or 
rather dark-brown, Napoleon. 

Now cups of tea were brought in by the French 
girl, tea clear as water, with a greenish tint in it. 
The Englishman, Mr. Paul England, and the Ameri- 
can, Mr. Allan Petersen, talked together in low 
voices. The others were silent. 

Dessert came — pickles — improbable tit-bits of 
salted vegetables ; for whereas we others eat salt 
with meat, they ate sugar, but whereas we eat sugar 
for dessert, they ate salt. 

Suddenly Baron M leapt with a sort of 

fierceness to his feet, and his face grew black-red, 
in the manner of the tragic actors of Japan. He 
said in French : 

“ My friends, the time seems come for us to.make 
the move which was long ago foreseen by the honour- 
able society, led by me, to which we belong. It 
was foreseen that when our arms began to spread 
westward, then would come the white ‘ interven- 
tion,’ this talk of ‘peace ’ : for we know of a fear 
in the heart of Europe, lest our struggle with first 
one and then the other shall become a struggle 
against all together, and lest all together prove 
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like sea-froth in the Whang-Hai when the autumn 
typhoon begins to blow.” 

“ Hear, hear, ” muttered Mr. England, rocking 
backward on his chair ; Mr. Petersen, too, said : 

“ Vive le Japon ! ” 

“ Meantime,” went on the baron, “ the war must 
go on to its end. This talk of ‘ peace ’ seems serious, 
but we here are fixed upon other things. The pro- 
posed wrecking of a Russian supply-train by us 
is good ; but I say now that I do not think this 
enough. I say that each nation should be afresh 
inflamed by an outrage done by the other ; let us 
so contrive, therefore, that an outrage shall be done, 
not only by Japanese upon Russia, but by Russians 
upon Japan also. Suppose I say, let a Japanese be ' 
assassinated by a Russian in the streets of St. Peters- ) 
burg ? I offer myself as the Japanese to be assas- f 
sinated.” 

“ You, baron ? ” cried everyone round the table. 

“ My friends,” said the baron, “ I, too, know that 
in my head I carry the future of Asia. But am I 
alone in this ? Japan is the breeding-ground of 
heroes, the mother of all unbridled greatness. In 
many beside me the seed of Change has been sown ; 
many will press forward to fill my place. More- 
over, in this one respect I am unique, that I alone 
may be fairly certain of assassination, if at the 
present moment I stay only four or five days in 
St. Petersburg.” 

“ But why so ? ” asked several voices. 

“ Because General Prince Devriloff is at present 
in St. Petersburg,” said Baron M . 
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“ But for what reason does Devriloff so specially 
hunger for your life ? ” asked Petersen. 

A struggle seemed to take place within Baron 

M ; he sat again on the edge of his chair. After 

a minute he said : 

“ You have all heard of the tragic death of my 
wife, the Baroness Ume (Plum-blossom). I will 
tell you now how it was. 

“ But for this Devriloff, and for me, this war may 
not have been just yet. We could hasten it, he 
being a son-in-law of whom you know, and I being 
whom you know ; and he longed for it in the hope 
that I might die in battle, as I longed for it in the 
hope of seeing him a prisoner in the dungeon of my 
yashiki. 

“ It is now nine years that Prince Devriloff has 
lived in fear of me, knowing that some day a dagger 
of my race will not fail to find his heart. Once in 
Tokio, accordingly, twice in Kioto, once in Paris, 
his agents have attempted my life. Thrice I have 
attempted his. 

“ Nine years ago Devriloff was a military attache 
in Tokio. My wife’s name was Um6. Devriloff 
first saw her at the Imperial Birthday-ball. This 
is a man of maniac passions. Devriloff became 
enamoured of my wife, Um6. But the women of 
our country do not sympathise with these intem- 
perate sicknesses of the affections. When Devriloff 
declared his passion to the Baroness Um€, Um6 
declared to him her passion for her husband and 
for her boy, Yoshio, then nine years old. The 
Russian, however, looks upon us as a race nearly 
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allied with the ape, and the rebuff of my wife was 
to Devriloff no more than the prank of a foal. He 
had patience. 

“ Of all this Um4, who must have suffered much, 
said nothing to me : she was afraid for my life, and 
afraid that, if she told me, my danger would be 
still greater. I only know the pitiful details of the 
persecution which was brought to bear upon her by 
some leaves which she left behind her on her death. 
I was away from the seat of Government for three 
months at the Yokosuka Naval Station, and during 
that time Devriloff often threw out threats to have 
me done to death unless the baroness departed 
from her duty to me. My poor wife was brought 
to such a state of terror by this foreigner, that, as I 
now know, she once attempted in my absence to take 
her own life in order to preserve mine. 

“ She was still a young woman, tender-hearted 
and timid. During three days after my return to 
the capital I noticed in her manner a good deal of 
agitation, and reproved her for it, a reproof which 
she received, alas, with a cringing submission to 
her husband. She would pray me not to go out 
alone. In the early mornings I would see her 
prostrate with tears at the household altar ; but I 
did not understand any of these signs ; and since, 
as you know, much piety is looked upon as a fault 
among the women of our people, I too often chided 
my lady for her prayers and tears. 

“ On the third day after my return to Tokio, Um£ 
was forced to meet Devriloff in the grounds of my 
palace. She then told him that, since he was fixed 
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upon having his will, or upon killing me, let the 
deed be done that night; immediately after my 
death, she said to Devriloff, she would be found 
less hard-hearted. Devriloff must have been a fool 
to understand so little the temper of the women 
of our people : but he believed her. Um6 described 
to this fiend a spot in which she wished him to be- 
lieve that I slept ; she told him that she would find 
means to persuade me that night to let down my 
hair before I went to sleep— for I still stubbornly 
wore the old samurai queue — so that he should 
know by a touch in the dark that it was I. Devril- 
off was to cut off my head, and take it away, in 
order that the crime might have the look of having 
been committed by one of our young soshi for 
Conservative-political reasons. This having been 
arranged, Um6 endured the embrace of the Russian, 
and they parted.' 

“All these details I have in the writing of my 
wife herself. 

“ That night before we lay down to sleep, Um£ 
spoke to me of our son, Yoshio, dwelling upon his 
beauty, his good and gentle conduct, and his love 
of the fine arts ; she said that he would be an honour 
to his country and to his father, My wife then 
bade me a tender and reverent good-night, and I 
was soon asleep. I calculate that she must have 
risen from my side very shortly after this. She 
went and lay down in the spot where she had told 
Devriloff that I would sleep ; and she awaited the 
assassin’s knife in her own throat. Honourable 
friends, I do not know how long she lay there wait- 
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ing, what prayers she said for her boy and for me, j 
nor what thoughts about the life and death of us i 
mortal beings passed through her spirit during ] 
those hours. But in the dead of the night her head J 
was removed from her body. She must have died j 
dumbly, for if there had been any outcry or very / 
deep groan, I, who sleep lightly, must have heard 
it ; but I heard nothing. 

“ The assassin, on going outside, must have seen 
by the moonlight whose head was in his hand. Was 
the assassin Devriloff himself, or an agent of Devril- 
off ? I do not know. Whoever he was, he must 
have been pierced with some feeling of terror or 
pity at that sight, for he dropped the head on a 
bridge in my garden, and there, half-buried in lotus- 
blossoms, with the hair loose, it was found the next 
morning. My friends, my companions ” 

The baron was forced to stop, though his face still 
showed no sign of feeling. 

“ Such,” he continued after a minute, “ was the 
fate of my wife. 

“The same day Devriloff fled from Tokio. He 
has thrice escaped me, and four times I have escaped 
him. But between that man and me there remains 
a point to be settled. . 

“ I have little doubt, therefore, that if I go openly ! 
to St. Petersburg while Devriloff is away from the j 
seat of war, my death may follow. In the hand of J 
Yoshio, my son, it will remain to avenge his mother ; 
and my death should raise an outcry in Nippon that 
will end this peace-talk. 

“ As a matter of form, I had to put this proposal 
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before you Tiger-hunters, and I await your 
honourable reply.” 

Before anyone answered, the other four Japanese 
hurriedly laid their heads together with whispers 
and noddings ; then one of them whispered with 
Messrs. England and Petersen, who also nodded 
their heads with energy ; and finally one of the 

Japanese said aloud to Baron M : “ We agree 

to this.” 

They soon afterwards left the restaurant, and 
drove in cabs to the Embassy in Grosvenor Gardens ; 
the next day, these seven, together with Yoshio, 

M ’s son, a young man of eighteen years, 

started with passports for St. Petersburg. 
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CHAPTER II 


THE PAVLOVNA BALL 

T HE peace-party in St. Petersburg was fairly 
strong, including most of the Cabinet and 
Asiatic Committee, the Tsar himself, the Duchesse 

Marie Pavlovna, and “ Miss ” S r , the celebrated 

agent at the court of Korea before the war. On 
the same side were also the merchants and middle- 
class ; while the enthusiasts for war were such as 
Cienkewitz, Alexeieff, Devriloff. 

The Japanese party of eight had therefore no 
sooner arrived than the New Year festivities took 
on a tone of added gaiety on their account. They 
did not appear at the Winter Palace itself, but the 
semi-official peace-party entertained them at a 
round of functions. As for Devriloff, he kept to 
his house on a pretence of illness. 

Meanwhile, the one person in St. Petersburg who 
realized the danger to peace which lay in the Jap- 
anese visit was Miss S — — , for she knew the story 

of the blood-feud between M- and Devriloff; 

and she feared that one nr the other would be done 
to death. 

St. Petersburg wore its usual winter aspect of 
jollity, like a city of children at a Christmas-party. 
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Shops and public offices were closed, and all classes 
were giving themselves to New Year calls. Snow 
was on the ground, the droshky was no more seen, 
and the streets were wild with sledges full of 
rosy-red beauty in all its furs. 

On the fifth morning after the arrival of the 

Japanese, Miss S one of the busiest intriguers 

for “peace,” paid a visit to the Devriloff Palace 
in the Great Morskaia. She wished to know how 
Devriloff was filling up his time in bed, and lavished 
caresses upon Nadine, the General’s daughter, 
whom she found in a boudoir. “ Dear child,” she 
said several times, “ you grow more beautiful every 
day ; there is no longer any doubt that you are 
about to be the belle of Petersburg society.” She 
kissed the cheeks of Nadine with warmth. 

Miss S was a lady past middle-age, a 

stout, motherly type, but with strong eyes which 
made likely the story that her power over the 
King of Korea had been due to hypnotism. 

As for Nadine, she was a girl of sixteen who had 
only just made her debut, but formed like a Venus, 
hairy with black hair, a shade of moustache on her 
lip, and blazing eyes that betokened passion. 

“ Are you going to the Pavlovna ball to-morrow 
night ? ” asked Miss S after some talk. 

“ Yes, my aunt,” replied the young girl; “the 
duchesse herself is to chaperone me.” 

“ It is such a pity that your poor papa will not 
be able to go, Nadine, since the ball is the event 
of the New Year. He still keeps to his bed, then ? ” 

“ Yes, my aunt,” answered Nadine ; “ he has a 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE PAVLOVNA BALL 


19 


fever caught during the campaign. But I think 
that he may still be able to go to the Pavlovna ball, 
for he said something to me in that sense when I 
visited his bedside this morning.” 

“ Ah, he said that,” thought Miss S . “ He 

“ foresees, then, that he will be well by to-morrow 
night ... Well, Nadine, that will be charming to 
have with you your papa, who must be doubly dear 
to your heart after his exposure to this terrible and 
wicked war. I suppose, Nadine, that for the pre- 
sent he receives no one — attends to no business ? ” 

“ No, my aunt,” answered Nadine, sipping her 
chocolate with ennui, “ I do not think so ; the 
doctor ... Oh ! but do you remember old Ivan 
Shtcherbakoff whom you saw at our Kharkoff 
palace last year ? This dear old Amurski Cossack 

nursed me in his arms ” the lovely girl’s palms 

met in a clap. 

“ Well, what of Ivan Shtcherbakoff ? ” asked 
Miss S — — . 

“ Papa has had him come up to the capital to 
nurse him, and Ivan Shtcherbakoff is here ! ” 

“ To nurse him ! ” breathed Miss S ; and at 

once she thought : “ Then it is by Ivan Shtcher- 

bakofPs hand that M is to die ! for the prince 

is not really ill, and needs no one to * nurse ’ him, 
least of all an old Amurski Cossack like Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff ; and since he thinks of going'to the Pavlovna 
ball to-morrow night, therefore he must have ar- 
ranged that the deed shall be done between now 

and then.” But before Miss S could pump 

anything further from the young girl, General Prince 
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Devriloff himself stood in the doorway, robed in a 
dressing-gown barbaric with gold and crimson. 

Miss S leapt up to receive his kiss on her cheek, 

and, congratulating him on his getting up, led him 
to a chair. 

A laugh came from the General’s throat which 
seemed to utter the sound “ gol, gol, gol.” He 
was a gallant, huge figure of a man, hairy with fly- 
ing sheaves of beard, and a great black head flat 
at the back. 

“ So, then, as I hear, you are for the Pavlovna 
ball, General ? ” said Miss S— — . 

“ It is possible,” answered the prince. 

“ The Japanese are to be present.” 

“ What, the monkeys ? Gol, gol, gol ! ” laughed 
the prince. 

“ Oh, papa, I like them, the Japanese ! ” remarked 
Nadine, ber cigarette-smoke paying out from her lips 
like incense from a thurible of coral ; and, in fact, 
the young girl’s penchant for the nation which her 
father so hated was to be seen in the style of her 
boudoir, which was crowded with Japanese art, 
Kyoto silks, and lacquer of green, crimson and 
gold. Nadine’s morning-gown itself was sashed with 
Japanese work, and in her hair were two of the flower- 
pins which they call kanzashis. Over everything were 
strewn masses of violets : these, however, were not 
there because they were liked, but for another reason 
which may perhaps be told later on. 

“ Here is a cosmopolitan young lady,” said Prince 
Devriloff, “ who admires the enemies of her country 
and displeases her father. What ? Gol, gol ! ” 
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“Well, that is the whim of a child,” said Miss 

S . “ And admit, General, that the Japanese 

have their good points, too. They die with eclat — 
they die bravely.” 

“ Don’t apes ? ” asked the General. “ Apes are 
brave ! What ? And it is no more to kill one of 
them thain to kill an ape.” 

“ Oh, papa ? c'est trop fort,” cried Nadine. 

“ The General is not serious,” said Miss S — — . 

“ I am. This war against them is only a hunting 
expedition,” said Prince Devriloff. “ It is like shoot- 
ing big game in Transcaspia.” 

“ But the big game are rather capturing the 

men, aren’t they ? ” said Miss S with some 

spite. 

“ What ! ” cried the General ; “ they are only 
defeating themselves ! It is not a war, it is a hunt- 
ing expedition ! As to you, young lady, I desire 
you to be careful lest one of those creatures touch 
your hand at the Pavlovna ball. Their national 
disease is leprosy : the monkeys ail have it more 
or less, I think. What ? Gol, gol ! ” 

The morning’s tittle-tattle went on in this way 

for. some time. Miss S seemed in no hurry to 

depart. She turned the talk upon Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff, the Amurski Cossack whom Devriloff had 
brought up from the country ; and she went away 
sure that this Shtcherbakoff was to be the agent 
in Prince Devriloff’s hand of the death of Baron 
M . 

As she stepped into her sleigh, all her show of 
leisure before the prince and Nadine gave place to 
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the greatest eagerness. The sleigh flew from the 
Devriloff palace toward the suburb of Novoya 
Derevnya, a quiet quarter of the town, all gardens 
and villas ; but she went thither by a roundabout 
road, and alighted some way from the house which 
she wished to go to, namely, the villa in which 

Baron M , together with his son and two of the 

Japanese, was staying. 

She Weis led up to a drawing-room, and soon 
the baron joined her with his cold bow. 

From a room near by came a sound of music — the 
twang of the koto — made by the young man, Yoshio, 
who was a poet, a musician, a master of several arts ; 

and, as Miss S and the baron spoke together, 

outside one of the two doors stood one of the two 
Japanese listening, and outside the other door the 
other. 

“ But, monsieur le baron,” said Miss S after 

some beating about the bush, “ you cannot be called 
a friend of peace.” 

“ I am sorry, if that is so,” answered Barbn 
M . 

“ Is it not so ? ” 

“ It is well known that your judgments are always 
correct,” said the baron with a bow. 

“ The Russians are famous for doing private 
injuries to citizens of the countries with which they 

are at war,” said Miss S ; “ yet you and your 

party come here. It is discouraging to the workers 
for peace, monsieur.” 

“ I am here by the courtesy of the Russian author- 
ities ” began Baron M blandly. 
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“ But you stay with us ; you linger five days. 
It becomes excruciating, monsieur le baron ! ” 

“ What ! you wish me away — I who am your 
guest ? That seems little hospitable.” 

‘‘ But let us be sincere. You expose yourself to 
such terrible dangers ! ” 

“ Do you happen to know, then, of someone who 
wishes to assassinate me ? ” asked the baron. 

“Ah, that smile of you Japanese, which would 

defy the lightning itself ! ” said Miss S . “ But 

the danger is nearer than you may think, baron. 
Whatever were your real motives in coming to 
St. Petersburg, everyone may not believe them to 
be so harmless as I do ; and others may seek to do 
to you beforehand that which you are believed to 
wish to do to them. You will, I think, be at the 
Pavlovna ball to-morrow ? ” 

“ I hope so.” 

“ I have heard that Prince Devriloff, who has 
been ill, foresees that he will be well enough to be 
there.” 

“ Ah,” answered Baron M , “ the prince and 

I have met, I think. Nine years ago it was, in 
Tokio ; three months ago we almost met again near 
Liaoyang, when I was the guest of an officer who 
was occupying a position with only 1,000 men, 
while the prince, with 9,000, was hardly ten versts 
away. If he had attacked, we should have been 
undone ; but we plied his spies with false informa- 
tion as to the strength of our supports, and he fore- 
went the pleasure of meeting me. He did not know 
that I was there, and fate was against the meeting 
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then. But perhaps at the Pavlovna ball we may 
meet again ? ” 

“ I doubt that . . . Look here, there is a man 
called Ivan Shtcherbakoff,” said Miss S sud- 

denly, “ who is a — fanatic. I have this news on 
good authority, and you may rely upon it. This 
man is sworn to take your life between now and 
to-morrow night.” 

“ Yes ! What kind of man ? ” asked Baron M 

with a show of alarm. 

“ A peasant : tall, raw-boned, sallow, with a long 
beard, a soldierly carriage, and a scar across his 
brow. Beware of him, baron.” 

The baron smiled, storing up Shtcherbakoff’s 
appearance in his mind, but for the opposite reason 

to that which Miss S wished, namely, in order 

to expose himself to a man with this appear- 
ance. 

But at the same time that Baron M stored 

up her description of Shtcherbakoff, the two Jap- 
anese listening outside the doors were also making 
a note of that description for their own ends. 

Miss S went away satisfied that she had 

done a good stroke for “ peace,” and that Devriloff 
would be baulked in his designs upon M— — this 

time. As for M , left alone, he paced the room 

twice with quick steps, then, looking out of one of 
the doors, called “ Yoshio ! ” 

Yoshio hurried in with a brush in one hand and 
a painting in the other, which he looked at even 
as he ran. This must have angered the baron, for 
he caught the painting out of the young man’s 
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hand and tore it into four pieces, muttering the 
words : “ Too much girl’s-work.” 

The young man stood with a modest air. He had 
a touch of pink on the cheeks, was slim, and really 
beautiful, as some Japanese are in youth. 

“ Yoshio ? ” said the baron. 

“ Yes, father,” breathed the boy. 

“ You are almost a man now.” 

“ Hai, chichi uyi (yes, father).” 

“ Have you forgotten your mother ? ” 

“ Iya, chichi uyi (no, father).” 

“ Yoshio, when nations are in a state of war, 
many an act which at another time no civilized 
man would do in certain ways or places becomes 
legitimate in just those ways and places. The time 
is now come for you to avenge your mother’s death ; 
and, in doing so, you will be avenging your father’s 
also, for I am about to die at the hand of the Russian, 
Devriloff.” 

“ Father ! ” the lad stared at his father. 

“ Remember that you have been trained to suffer 
with an unmoved face, Yoshio. Is death more 
terrible than life ? — you are not to feel, much less 
to show, any distress. That is why I am in this 
city, in order to die, so that my death may rouse 
our country to break off this talk of peace ; and it 
will be for you to avenge my death and your mother’s 
in one stroke.” 

Yoshio stood with a redness in his eyes which 
betrayed his excitement. 

“The night after to-morrow,” continued Baron 
M- , “ the attempt upon the Russian train takes 
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place — I have this morning received a tele- 
gram from Messrs. England and Petersen to that 
effect ; on that night, therefore, our party should 
be well on its way southward. I shall no longer 
be alive ; the guidance of our little band will devolve 
upon Kotohito, and you will obey him as if he were 
your father, supposing that you are not then in a 
Russian dungeon : for to-morrow night at the 
Pavlovna ball you will avenge your mother with 
this kokotana (dagger) of the Choshu samurai, 
and it may be that you will be seized by the 
Russians.” 

“ But at a ball, father ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ Yes. In an alley of the Pavlovna grounds, 
which are dark with trees, stands a greenhouse full 
of tropical greenery : I know it well of old. In this 
greenhouse you will take your stand, and will wait 
till Devriloff passes. Devriloff will be at the ball ; 
he will know that I am dead ; he will fear nothing ; 
and he will pass just there by the greenhouse alone, 
since Kotohito will induce him to pass there by a 
ruse which I have already planned. That ruse 
does not concern you ; all you will have to do is to 
stand in the greenhouse till Devriloff passes ; then 
act promptly, deeply, surely, like the son of your 
father, whose spirit will watch you, and your mother 
will be comforted, Yoshio. When the deed is well 
done, you will drag the body of Devriloff into the 
greenhouse, where the greenery will give you abund- 
ant opportunity to hide it, and where, if you are 
lucky, it may remain undiscovered some days. On 
the night following, the supply-train will be wrecked 
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by our two white friends, and Kotohito will then 
at once fly southward with you and the others be- 
yond the Polish frontier, where the two whites will 
meet you all at the agreed tavern in Konigsberg.” 

“ And you, father, die ? ” said Yoshio with a 
tremor in his voice. 

“ Do not refer to that again, Yoshio ! ” answered 
the baron. 

“ All that I had mused upon; — the poetry of life — 
the perfume of women — will be nothing to me hence- 
forth,” murmured Yoshio ; “ but to hear is to obey 
. . . I only suggest that, as I step from the green- 
house, I shall say to the Russian, ‘ Defend yourself ! ’ 
A son of the Choshu blood is not afraid of a Russ- 
ian sword, and I shall be sure to lay the slayer of 
my mother and father at my feet.” 

“ But will the boy be silent ? ” cried Baron M . 

"Without making one sound you will strike to the 
heart of him who without a sound cut off the head 
of your mother in the night.” 

Yoshio bowed himself before his father. 

For two hours after this talk with his son the 
baron was in talk with the two other Japanese in 
the villa with him ; he spent some hours more in 
writing, and went out alone on foot as the shades 
of evening began to fall. 

But the moment he had passed out one of the 
Japanese, whose name was Kanin, was hurriedly 
dressing himself in a disguise in which he left the 
villa four minutes after the baron, looking like a 
bearded merchant- Jew of Astrakhan in a fur cap 
and coat. This disguise was done with a minute- 
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ness so Japanese that Kanin’s own wife would 
not have known him ; and Kanin dogged the steps 
of Baron M— — , who little thought that he was 
being shadowed by one of his own people. 

The night deepened, till the full moon rose in the 
sky. 

Those streets of Novoya Derevnya were empty 
at that hour. It is the Bayswater of Petersburg 
in tone, and the Highgate in plan, with its villas 
and gardens. Everyone was dining, and then 
from the villas came the genteel sound of the piano. 
Hardly a sleigh dashed along the white, broad 
streets. 

Baron M strolled a long way with the delib- 

erate aim of exposing himself to the knife or pistol 
of the man Ivan Shtcherbakoff, who, he felt sure, 
must be on the look-out for him by that time ; and 
Shtcherbakoff was indeed tracking him, but with 
such skill that the baron Was on his way home 
again before he spied Shtcherbakoff lurking under 
the shadow of some trees in a garden. 

Baron M — - now stood still in the middle of 
the road, admiring the moon with a poetic face 
worthy of his son Yoshio, awaiting meanwhile his 
death-blow. 

The Russian thereupon stole from his hiding- 

place, and came so near to M , that M was 

able to assure himself that the man was really the 
agent of Devriloff, as described by Miss S— — . 
But hanging quite near to the baron was still the 
merchant- Jew of Astrakhan, who was Kanin in 
disguise ; so that Shtcherbakoff, who had long been 
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cursing this inconvenient witness, and waiting for 
him to walk away, did the baron no harm. 

In the end Baron M , surprised at the Rus- 

sian’s backwardness, but glad of another night of 
life, returned home, certain that the man would be 
chidden for his delay by Devriloff, and that the next 
night, the night of the Pavlovna ball, the hand of 
the assassin would not fail to act. 
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THE SUPPLY-TRAIN 

M EANTIME, Messrs. England and Petersen 
had got their permits de sSjour transferred 
from St. Petersburg to Moscow, and from Moscow 
had taken the short railway journey to Vladimir. 

In all these provinces of “ Great Russia ” — 
Vladimir, Nijni Novgorod — the peasantry was on 
the brink of famine ; reserve battalions of the 13th 
corps had been called out, and some of the fields 
were without winter-sowings ; in Moscow the 
mind of rulers was taken up with a certain new 
Liberalism, and with the roar of the hungry ; at 
Vladimir Messrs. England and Petersen saw shop- 
looting by mottjiks, and a march-past of a unit of 
the 2nd ban, with old and weak men in it. 

All this unrest made the movements of the friends 
freer. On the third night, soon after sunset, they 
started out of Vladimir on horseback by the high- 
road that leads north-eastward toward Myt, having 
with them all that was necessary for the mining of 
the railway. 

Both were Japanese citizens, though Western 

M 
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by race, both seasoned “ Tiger-hunters ” and 
Orientals. 

Mr. Petersen had done many a mile of railway- 
making for the Chinese Government, and had begun 
a Chinese dictionary. Once an engineer, he had 
lately come into wealth, and had struck work ; but 
he remained what he had always been — an adven- 
turer. 

Mr. England, also a man of means, had long ago 
gone out to Japan to study the nature of the light 
given off by fireflies, which he found to be the same 
as the X-ray. He had wandered over Nippon and 
Kiu-siu on foot, dad only in the blue-cotton yucata, 
and was more Japanese than the Japanese. 

He was a pundit, and also a dreamer, but his 
dreamings were always hard-headed. He lived in 
the future, saw it full of surprises, and would often 
say : “ To-morrow will have no more likeness to 
to-day than a son has to his father. Heaven is 
paved with good intentions ” ; anon he cried out : 
“ Three cheers for everything ! ” And Mr. Petersen 
was always to be found by the side of Mr. England, 
because he liked to hear Mr. England tell these 
dreams. 

Both were mere onlookers, wondering how the 
fifth act will be. Once in a way, as now, when 
they had to, they took a hand in the acting ; but 
mostly their interest was that of onlookers, keen 
enough, but as people on one world might look on 
at the burning of another. 

Mr. England was a small man with a big head, 
a tiny, rather crooked' mouth, and a quiet 
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smile. Mn Petersen, on the contrary, was a large 
Yankee, who loafed through life with his two hands 
in his trouser-pockets ; but he had an energetic 
way of spitting and of dashing the ash from his 
cigar which seemed to say : “ If I were roused, I 
could act.” He and Mr. England had passed through 
much together, and had become “Tiger-hunters ” 
on the same night. 

“ What do you think M — — will really do ? ” 
asked Mr. Petersen that night of the going out from 
Vladimir. 

“ Eventually, you mean ? ” said Mr. England. 

“ Yes.” 

“ I never had any doubt that M — — is the man 
of destiny,” answered Mr. England ; “ his fate is 
to write the word ‘ China * over all Asia. And, of 
course, his Asia will be a Socialistic Asia.” 

They were lying on their elbows in cavalry-cloaks 
and Astrakan caps in one of the oak-forests of central 
Russia, with their horses knee-haltered in thicket 
half a verst behind them, and with the railway in a 
cutting a hundred yards yonder before them. The 
thermometer was at — 19 0 F., yet they were not 
cold, so dry was the air ; the moon wandered in a 
cloudless sky ; not a hut nor a bell-tower was to be 
seen on the broad landscape, only snow, moonlight, 
and forest. They waited for the supply-train which 
they knew to be coming on her far journey north- 
ward, that they might hear and see that which was 
to happen to her. Mr. Petersen’s cigar-smoke 
lingered in the air unrouted by a breath. It was 
eleven o’clock. The two “ Tiger-hunters ” spoke 
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in a low murmur of chat which was like an accom- 
paniment to the moonlight. 

“ But don’t you think that there’s a really serious 
danger that M may be killed in St. Peters- 

burg ? ” asked Mr. Petersen. 

“ Oh, I think that Kanin may be depended upon 

to get himself killed instead of M answered 

Mr. England. “ Kanin is as sharp as a weasel. 
Nor is it of any importance who is killed, as far as 
stopping the peace-talk is concerned, so long as it 

is a Jap killed by a Russian ; and when M sees 

Kanin dead he will begin to look after his own life. 
I don’t think I have any real fear for M .” 

“ Still, it’s ticklish,” said Mr. Petersen. “ I shall 

be relieved to hear that M has got through. I 

say, what a purpose, after all, is carried in that 
little man’s head.” 

“ I believe I know the very night when it 
clearly arose there,” said Mr. England, “ and per- 
haps it was partly through me. We were sitting 
on the verandah of the British Embassy in the 

Imperial City, M -, Prince Ch , and I. 

A State function was going on inside, but we were 
alone, smoking, with moonlight on the lotuses in 

the court. M had lately been appointed 

Brigadier-General in the Northern Chinese division 

through Ch ’s influence, and we were talking 

about that. Ch said that M was driving 

the Chinese soldier too hard ; M replied that 

the Chinese soldier needed just that driving to 
make him the best fighting-machine anywhere ; 
‘ but,’ he added with a touch of despondency, 
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* when he does become this, Heaven knows whom 
he is to fight with. The yellow races seem to 
have no destiny. Here we are sure enough, but 
nobody can guess for what far-off purpose we are 
here.’ 

“ I then put in my oar and said something which 

made M look at me. I said that in a crowd 

of a thousand people there are not a thousand 
present, but a thousand and one ; that not only is 
each man an animal, but human society, considered 
as a whole, is an animal, a living creature, an 

* organism ’ ; that every animal, or organism, is 
made up of organs — the heart, the liver, and so on ; 
and that so, too, human society, being an animal 
or organism, is made up of organs, the organs of 
this huge organism being the different nations, 
each having its special function, as the heart and 
liver have in a horse ; but, I went on to say, all 
the organs of an animal are not at all times in a 
state of activity, and I gave as an instance the organ 
of love, which lies asleep in a child up to the age of 
—eighteen sometimes. It lies asleep, I said, but 
when it does wake, how much interest does it add 
to the individual’s life, touching everything with 
poetry, spurring the noblest organs, and making 
life seem worth the living ! 

“ I then went on to compare the yellow race 
as an organ in the organism, Human Society, with 
this organ of love in the individual, and to compare 
the long sleep of China and Japan with the sleep 
of this organ during the individual’s youth; and 
I said that the wake-up of China would have similar 
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effects upon the animal, Human Society, which the 
wake-up of love has upon the individual. I saw 
M glance at me ; you know those Jap aris- 

tocrats, they would not betray an emotion if they 
saw the moon falling : but he glanced at me, and 
three years later he reminded me of what I had said 
that night.” 

“ Yes, that’s bully,” said Mr. Petersen ; “ but 
how ? You mean through Socialism, perhaps. 
But is it quite certain that Japan must become 
Socialist all through in the near future ? and if so, 
why so ? ” 

“ It seems to me a biological law,” answered Mr. 
England. “ What does Japan since ’68 remind one 
of ? Here is a people racing through in forty years 
the whole political growth of the rest of men in as 
many thousands of years. That, you know, is 
the same phenomenon as the racing through by 
the embryo in the months before birth of all the 
stages of evolution, from jelly-fish to man, which 
life as a whole has taken millions of years to crawl 
through. J apan, therefore, is to the world of nations , 
what the coming of an individual, and he a great i 
man, is to any given nation. A great man races ■ 
through the mental evolution of his race, catches it 
up, and goes yet a step beyond his age ; so Japan 
is bound to catch up the most evolved ideas of our 
age, and going yet a step beyond, realize them., , 
Now the most evolved idea of our age is social 
equality. Therefore it is a biological law that 
Japan must realize this idea. She would have done 
it without this war with the country that stands 
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for all the darkness of the past ; the war only makes 
it doubly sure.” 

“ I guess it will be shooting the rapids, though, 
for poor little Nippon,” said Mr. Petersen, half- 
absently, with his ears cocked to listen for the 
coming of the train. 

“ But Japan is the land to do it ! — with or with- 
out M and the Tiger-hunters,” answered Mr. 

England. “ It needed just such a people, mobile 
and hot with zeal, to pioneer our western nations 
with their Mammon-worship and heavy-baggaged 
social crawl. Think of that scene thirty-seven years 
ago when the daimios in a body laid their lands 
at the feet of their country, and try to imagine that 
in England ! Always when it has become a ques- 
tion of touching the land, the nobles have threatened 
civil war. In Japan they did it of themselves. 
What a Pentecost was there, Petersen ! Never, 
surely, did the gods see so bright a sight among 
men. The nation in which it happened can’t be 
conquered. By herself she is strong, and she has 
the might of China to wield. Japan is the head, 
China the body, that head and body making 
Hercules. Hence I look forward to the near 
portent of an Asia Asiatic and Socialistic from the 
Frozen Sea to Ceylon.” 

Mr. Petersen began to reply, but stopped short 
with a “ Hist ! here she comes ! ” as the sound of 
a train arose upon their ear. A minute later 
they saw far away through the moonlight haze a tar- 
paulined line of trucks coming over the large-gauge 
metals. She bore a load of compressed forage, with 
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messbeef, coal, ammunition and other war materiel. 
Messrs. England and Petersen held their breath 
as she grew louder upon them out of the distances 
of the plain, drawing toward her doom ; she passed 
them, went still fifty yards beyond, and at a junction 
with a loop-line, meeting with what awaited her, 
broke out into noise : there was an explosion, a 
scream of steam, a huddling of lorries and wagons, 
then wreck and silence. 

(This matter was reported by two fanciful news- 
agents as an “attempt upon the Tsar”; but, of 
course, it was nothing of the sort.) 

The two Tiger-hunters lingered long enough to 
hear the shouts and talking of a few men, then, 
seeing that their help was not needed, stole away 
to their horses, and galloped back to Vladimir. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



CHAPTER IV 


NADINE 

B UT in order to follow what happened to Baron 

M and the other Tiger-hunters who were 

being lionized by the peace-party in St. Petersburg, 
we must go back a night to the Pavlovna ball. 

It has been told how the evening before the ball- 
day, the baron had gone out in order to expose 
himself to the knife of Devriloff’s agent, the Amur- 
ski Cossack, Shtcherbakoff, who, however, had 
hesitated to strike on account of an inconvenient 
witness, a merchant- Jew of Astrakhan, who was 
Kanin, the Tiger-hunter, in disguise, 

Baron M returned home for that night ; but, 

sure that on the next night, the ball-night, the blow 
would be struck, he would not go to the ball in the 
sleigh which took the others, but decided to walk, 
dressed for the ball, all the way from the suburb 
Novoya Derevnya to the Prospekt, believing that 
during the walk that for which he had come to 
Petersburg would happen to him. 

But neither did Kanin go in the sleigh to the ball : 

Kanin declared to M toward evening that he 

was unwell. 
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“ What is the matter with you, Kanin ? ” asked 
the baron. 

“ I have pains in the limbs,” replied Kanin ; 
“ my head aches ; I have also a rheum of the 
chest.” 

“ All that is only a weakness of the mind,” said 

Baron M . “ Better rouse yourself, and go to 

the ball with Kotohito and Yoshio.” 

“ I should like to,” answered Kanin, who, in 
truth, did not look quite well, “ but I feel too ill. 
I am about to go to bed.” 

“ It is a weakness of the will,” said Baron M 

with some contempt ; “ believe me, I have noticed 
lately, Kanin, that you tend toward an effeminate 
way of life.” 

“Well, perhaps that is so, baron,” said Kanin 
meekly. But he would not be moved, and effem- 
inately went to bed. 

As for Kotohito and Yoshio, having made ready 
for the ball, they bid adieu to the baron. Tears 
sprang to Yoshio’s eyes, in spite of all he could do ; 
a lump was in his throat, he could not utter a word : 
for he felt that this was his last farewell to his father ; 

but not even a softened look came into Baron M ’s 

eyes. Yoshio stepped into the sleigh, having 
about him the dagger which was to strike Prince 
Devriloff in the greenhouse all£e ; and Kotohito 
and Yoshio dashed off from the villa. 

Baron M was already dressed. He turned 

inward from the door after seeing his son and 
Kotohito drive off, and started to go up the stairs, 
with the thought of bidding farewell to Kanin 
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in bed ; but he was offended with Kanin, and, 
changing his mind, turned back, put on his hat 
and coat, and walked away. 

But if he had gone to Kanin, and had by chance 
drawn off the bed-clothes, he would have seen 
Kanin strangely dressed in the disguise of a Russian 
isvostchik (cab-driver) ; and the moment the street 

door shut after M , Kanin leapt from bed, threw 

on a full-skirted fur coat and fur shapka, such as the 
droshky-drivers wear, and hurried out after the 
baron. 

They two then walked four versts through the 

city, Kanin dogging the steps of M , so that at 

first M thought Kanin a new agent sent by 

Devriloff to kill him ; but later on the baron’s 
keen eyes became aware of Shtcherbakoff, some 
minutes after Kanin, too, had spied Shtcherbakoff. 

It was after midnight, and the same full moon by 
which, the night after this, Messrs, England and 
Petersen were to chat by the railway-cutting, rode 
in the sky, shedding a blue light over the city of 
snow. 

But in one of those unlighted slum alleys behind 

central St. Petersburg into which M had led 

the walk the darkness at some points was deep ; 
hardly a brawler was abroad in it ; the tumble- 
down houses on either side showed here and there 

a light, but were mostly still. M was on the 

left side ; ten yards behind him on the right side 
stole the Amurski Cossack, Shtcherbakoff ; and 

about fifteen yards behind M on the same left 

side came the isvostchik who was Kanin in dis- 
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guise : suddenly, with the tread of a cat, the 
Russian, who had on straw-shoes, ran obliquely 

across the road upon M , heaved up his blade, 

and struck deep. 

Instead, however, of striking into a back, he 
struck into a breast : for with an utter sureness, 
the isvostckik in disguise had dashed himself against 

M in the nick of time, causing him to stumble 

forward, and had received the assassin’s knife in 
his own heart. 

It was done very quickly, with hardly a sound. 
Only, on his quick-panting breath Kanin gave up 

the word “ M ! ” and, even as he dropped a 

corpse, was tearing the false beard from his face. 

“ Kanin ! ” breathed the astonished baron ; the 
next moment he had caught a revolver from his 
coat-pocket to send a shot after the Russian. But 
Shtcherbakoff escaped. 

M bent over the body. Kanin, to whom he 

would not say adieu that night, was no more. 
The warrior allowed his face to soften in that 
secret spot and moment. Several times he groaned 
the words “ brave ” and “ Kanin.” 

As a matter of fact, from the moment when M 

first made his announcement in the Japanese res- 
taurant in Bloomsbury that he meant to die in St. 
Petersburg, it had been settled among the other 
Tiger-hunters that Kanin should die instead. Here, 
in this alley, as the clocks of the city chimed one, 
Kanin’s undertaking was fulfilled, with no word 
but that one pant, “ M .” 

But the shot fired after the Russian by M had 
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been heard, several men were running up, and M , 

to avoid delay, made off from the spot, after putting 
Kanin’s false beard into his own coat-pocket. 

M knew the city well, having been a military 

attache there ten years before. He first directed his 
steps to the office of the Novoye Vremya, and dropped 
the news that Kanin had been assassinated ; he then 
went on to the Viedmosti in order there also to drop 
the news ; but now nearly an hour had passed, 
and it was already known at the second office. 
It was known at many points ; it had reached 
the Pavlovna ball. Prince Devriloff had whis- 
pered to his own heart : “ M- — is dead.” M 

made for the Pavlovna ball, a late guest, wonder- 
ing how Yoshio had fared. 

Yoshio, at the moment when M arrived at 

the Pavlovna palace was in the greenhouse 
with his kokotana, awaiting, as he had been told to 
do, the coming of Devriloff. 

The young man was in a strange mood, at once 
excited and sorrowful. An hour before this, about 
the time when Kanin fell, he had been walking 
sadly about the halls of the ball, thinking that it 
must be nearly time for him to go to the green- 
house, when he saw two bright eyes dwelling upon 
him with a thoughtful look. They belonged to a 
young girl of sixteen, who was sitting in a nook 
made all of palms and mirrors, so that she was seen 
in many places at once, far and near. The young 
poet’s fancy likened her, so multiplied among the 
palms, to file fireflies of his native land lighting up 
their green home with coloured lights. These 
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little creatures the Japanese women shut up in 
cages, and sell under the name of “ Princess Glory.” 

Yoshio walked away down the length of the 
malachite hall ; it was narrow and long, and looked 
like a Corinthian temple ; but, as he went, he seemed 
to have eyes in the back of his head to see that 
multiplied brightness which was behind him. The 
strains of a Russian waltz, to which a host of couples 
were dancing, made the lad sad. When he reached 
the far end and turned round, he saw that the young 
girl was supporting her chin on her palm, and that 
her eyes still followed him. She seemed weary, as 
if weary of an old life, and thinking of a new. 

Yoshio went back toward her, not straight, but 
with a roundabout stroll, so that she might think 
that she was the last thing in the world of which he 
was thinking ; and at last, after looking at his watch, 
in order to assure himself that he had no time left 
for dancing, he came to her and asked her in French 

to dance with him. Miss S , who was sitting 

by her, touched her hand with her pince-nez , wish- 
ing her to say no, for she remembered Prince Devril- 
off’s command to the young girl the day before 
not to let a Japanese touch her, on the ground that 
all Japanese have leprosy. But the young girl (who 
was Nadine, Devriloff’s daughter) stood up briskly 
at Yoshio’s invitation, saying quietly, “ Je veux 
bien, monsieur,” and she waltzed with him, though 
she knew that her father’s eyes might be near about 
her. 

During that dance little was said between Yoshio 
and Nadine. The light steps of the young girl hied 
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after her partner’s drawing as faithfully as shadow 
waits upon substance ; for a time her eyes were 
closed ; to Yoshio she was like something in some 
dream of midsummer-night which chased him 
whithersoever he reeled, plagued him with delight, 
and made him dance. These were new feelings, 
and the poet thought how, when he was next alone, 
he would pour this thing out in a river of poetry. 
When the dance was over, he could not thank his 
partner, his thanks were so deep. It was only when 
she said to him, “ If you wish, I will go with you to 
the string-band ball,” that he started as from a sort 
of dream, looked at his watch, and said : “ I have 
a rendezvous with — a man. . . .” 

He led her back to Miss S , hurried off, and 

made his way through a lot of halls, till he came to 
a balcony from which a stone stairway led down into 
the Pavlovna gardens. Only a few people were on 
the balcony. Down in the garden Yoshio turned 
first to the left, the greenhouse being toward his 
right, then dodging, stumbled through a dark 
cross-path till he came to the spot which his father 
had described to him. From the moss-path before 
the greenhouse the light of the moon was quite 
shut out by leafage ; and behind one of the glass 
doors Yoshio took his stand to await the passing 
of Prince Devriloff. 

The warmth in the greenhouse made him 
languorous, and the young man became very sad : 
for he thought that his father was very likely dead ; 
also, the thing which his father had sent him there 
to do was against the grain ; moreover, he thought 
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with an ache in him of the bright young girl whom 
he had danced with. There is a notion among others 
that the Japanese know nothing of “ falling in love,” 
and in truth, passionate sexual choice, or “love,” 
is rare in Japan, as in England and France ; but, 
being a human hap, it happens everywhere ; only, 
as the Japanese see no need for making a show of 
having it when they do not, the myth has arisen 
that they do not have it : whereas Yoshio, waiting 
in the green-house, so felt it, that tears swam in his 
eyes. 

But soon after one o’clock one of the causes of 
Yoshio’s sadness was removed, for Kotohito, coming 
to the greenhouse to see that Yoshio was duly there, 
soothed Yoshio’s mind by telling him that his 
father was not dead, but that Kanin was. 

“ It is true that I am not quite sure of this, 
Yoshio,” said Kotohito ; “ but I am almost sure, 
for I have just heard that one of us has been killed, 
and now that the affair has ended, I may tell you 
that Kanin had arranged to die for your father, 
nor is it very likely that he has failed ; so you may 
take that to comfort you while you wait here. I 
see that you are quite on the alert, for you nearly 
stabbed me. Well, keep on like that, and I under- 
take that in less than an hour the murderer of your 
mother will present himself to your dagger.” 

Kotohito then stole away, and Yoshio was again 
left alone in his lurking-place. 
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O N returning to the halls of the palace, Koto- 
hito at once sought out Prince Devriloff, in 
order to assure himself where he was ; he spied the 
prince talking in a group of officers, and next sought 
out Miss S— — who, he knew, was chaperoning 
the daughter of Devriloff that night for their hostess, 
who was Nadine’s chaperone en titre. 

Kotohito, sitting by Miss S , entered into 

talk with her in Japanese about the “murder of 

M ,” while Nadine sat near, toying with her 

card, till an epauletted man came up to claim a dance. 
She rose with an absent-minded air and had gone 
some steps when Kotohito suddenly went after her, 
and asking her cavalier’s pardon, said in a low 
voice at her ear : 

“ I have to tell you, mademoiselle, that in the 
gardens just now I happened to see standing outside 
the gate of the greenhouse all6e a man named, he 
told me, Shtcherbakoff. He has pressing intelli- 
gence to convey to your father. You should there- 
fore tell your father this, but not as coming from 
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me, since there is a difference of opinion between 
us.” 

“ The difficulty will be to find him,” said Nadine. 

“ I suggest that he may be found in the augite 
room to the left.” 

“ Well, then. Will you take me in search of my 
father before we dance ? ” said Nadine to her 
cavalier, who bowed, and led her away through the 
suite of halls to the left. 

Kotohito now went back to Miss S ’s side, 

and took up again the thread of their talk : Miss 
S did not show her anxiety about what Koto- 
hito had whispered to Nadine, but she feared 
further mischief to “ peace ” that night, feared that 
the Japanese might try to avenge the “ murder of 

M ” ; and the instant she foilnd the chance, 

she was up and gone in search of Nadine, to find 
out what was toward. 

She met Nadine coming back, and, taking her 
aside, said in an eager whisper : 

“ What is it, child ? What did the Japanese 
whisper into your ear ? ” 

Nadine told what Kotohito had advised her to 
tell her father. 

“ And you have told him ? ” breathed Miss S 

with a face aghast. 

“ Yes.” 

“ And he has gone into the gardens ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

4 ‘ Nadine — quickly — go after him ! Stick by his 
side — I have a meaning — try to get him back — ” 
she gave an impulse to the girl’s shoulder, and at 
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once her flurry changed to smiles, as she made a 
thousand excuses to Nadine’s cavalier. 

Nadine, meanwhile, made her way as swiftly 
as she could to the cloak-room suite, threw on her 
hooded cloak, and sped down the balcony-steps 
and along the greenhouse alley, peering into the 
gloom for her father. 

But, even if she had gone to the end of the alley, 
she would not have found her father, nor, of course, 
would she have found any Shtcherbakoff , whose pre- 
sence outside the gate was a fiction told by Koto- 
hito in order to lead Devriloff past the green- 
house. Prince Devriloff, on hearing the news that 
Shtcherbakoff wished to see him, had, indeed, 
started off to go to him, without waiting to ask 
Nadine who it was who had told her this ; but 
the prince had not gone twenty steps when he saw 
a sight which turned him pale — the face of Baron 

M , who had just entered the ball after his visit 

to the newspaper offices. 

Devriloff was so syre that M was dead, that 

for a minute he believed he saw a ghost ; panic 
struck him : he now felt that Nadine’s message 
might be a Japanese ruse to get him into the gar- 
dens : and within five minutes the prince was away, 
in order to lock himself into his own room in his 
own house. 

Meantime, Nadine, hurrying along the alley to find 
her father, came to the greenhouse, and was passing 
its middle door, when a figure sprang out in her 
path : and it nearly happened that the doom which 
was meant for the prince fell upon his daughter. 
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“Oh, pardon,” breathed Yoshio. . . “it is 
you.’ 

“ Is it you ? ” asked Nadine. 

She had not seen the kokotana, but by peering 
in the dark they could just make out each other’s 
face. 

“ It is you ? ” breathed Yoshio again. 

“ You here ? All alone ? ” 

“ I am here to meet — a man.” 

“ Then, I will go on.” 

“Within the door here it is as warm as in the 
palace. One hears a sound of dripping waters 
among the trees.” 

“ But I must go on. I am looking for my father, 
who has passed this way.” 

“ No one has passed this way. I was here alone, 
thinking, and very sad.” 

“ Of whom were you thinking ? or rather, of 
what ? ” 

“ I have been sad ever since I saw you, and danced 
with you.” 

“ What is your name ? ” 

“ Yoshio M .” 

“ M ? Is it your father whom my father 

hates?” 

“ Who is your father ? ” 

“ Prince Devriloff.” 

“ Ah ! Prince Devriloff ! Yes, they hate each 
other, your father and mine ; and you and I have 
to hate each other also.” 

“ Why so ? ” 

“ Because there is vendetta between us.” 
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“ Not on my side, then. You kill me, and I will 
die quietly, and not tell any one who did it.” 

“Yes, I should like to, and then kill myself 
after, so that 1 might fall near you, and be with 
you.” 

“ Ah, but do not speak sweeter than you 

mean, Yoshio M . ‘ Men’s vows are made of 

the wind,’ the Russians say in a proverb ; and 
when the wind is gone past, a girl’s sighs cannot 
overtake it.” 

“ But men’s vows to girls ? I have not made 
any. You seem to me to be Sayori, our goddess 
of love and mercy, who has come into the world at 
a ball. I should only like to throw myself down 
and pray to you, without saying anything, and 
perhaps your heart would hear mine, and would feel 
for me.” 

“ What would you pray for ? ” 

“ I should only pray, without any words, not 
knowing why.” 

Nadine laid her hand on Yoshio’s arm, saying, 
“ and I also, for from the moment when I first saw 
you in the malachite room, seemed to hear God 
calling in my heart in a wonderful voice, and it is 
the good God to whom I come in you.” 

The young girl drew Yoshio’s head to her, and 
their faces lingered in a wonderful joy together, 
till Yoshio started on hearing the sound of a step. 
It was some one passing a good way off through the 
garden, but it reminded him of what he was there 
for — to remove out of life the father of her who 
hung on his breast. This thought, however, lasted 
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only a moment, he led Nadine by the hand within J 
the greenhouse, and there forgot Devriloff, his ' 
father, the war, and everything, in his wish to tell 
the young girl of half the fondness which burdened 
his breast. > 

“ But how unhappy we are ! ” murmured Nadine ; 

“ you will go away, and it would have been better 
if I had never seen you : for what will be the end 
of it for us ? ” 

“ I am not afraid,” said Yoshio ; “ if evfen I 
have to die, I shall think in dying that I have seen 
you ; and I shall not go away ; nothing has any 
power to take me ; I shall not go ; they could not 
make me ; they have not the right ; they daren’t ; 
I’ll die first . . 

“Sweet, but, you see, my father hates the 
Japanese, sweet. . . . Even if you stay, could we 
be married ? ” 

“ But I do not ask for any marrying, only to see 
you. Your eyes . . . they are like lamps of life 
shining upon me in this darkness. How good of 
you even to look on me, and be conscious that I 
am alive ! Yet you touch my face. . . . Oh, I 
would have rushed upon all the guns of this war 
to win a little of what you lavish upon me for 
nothing like this . . .” 

“So fond of me? so soon? poor boy!” murmured 
Nadine, moving her palms down his face ; “ and 
yet it is not so soon, is it ? for I think that I have 
dreamt of you some night in a land full of almond- 
trees, under a strange moon, and I knelt to you, 
feeling the good God near in my heart, and 
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called you my Tsar, my poet, my own boy, my 
sweetheart Yoshio. But as to my father. . . . 
Hist ! I hear a step coming . . 

They started, both thinking that it was Devriloff, 
and quickly Nadine whispered : “ Come to me at 
four — the Devriloff gardens in the Great Morskaia, 
the third gate as you pass down the little alley at 
the palace-back. I shall be there to let you in.” 
She kissed him hurriedly, and slipped out through 
the greenhouse door. 

Coming along the alley was, not Devriloff, who 

had gone home, but Miss S , who had come out 

all anxiety to find out the reason of Nadine’9 long 
disappearance. 

“ My child ! have you found your father ? ” 
whispered Miss S . 

“No, my aunt.” 

“ Then, where have you been ? ” 

“ I have been listening to some music.” 

“ Whereabouts ? ” 

“ In heaven, I suppose, it was.” 

“ Oh, fanciful child ! So you haven’t met your 
father ? Have you seen any of the Japanese in 
the gardens ? ” 

“ Yes, one, my aunt.” 

“ Which one ? ” 

“ He is called Yoshio M .” 

“ Did he speak to you ? ” 

“ Yes, my aunt, he spoke to me.” 

“ Yoshio here ? Did he ask anything about your 
father?” 

“ He spoke only of myself.” 
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“ Well, but where, then, is your father ? . . . 
And you, what is the matter with you, my child ? 
You seem quite tired.” 

“It is not weariness.” 

“ Let us return to the ball, and see if your father 
is there. . . .” 

Miss S was so taken up with the father and 

her beloved “ peace,” that she had no eyes to guess 
the secret of the look of rapturous experience in the 
girl’s pale face. They searched for Devriloff to- 
gether, till they learned that he was no longer 
there ; and Nadine then prayed to be taken home, 
on the ground that she could no longer bear the 
ball. 

It was then after three in the morning. 

Half an hour afterwards Baron M got free 

of the political crowd who kept him in talk, and 
t bethought him of going to the greenhouse, in 
1 order to tell Yoshio that his watch was useless, 

1 since Devriloff had gone home. But when M 

went, Yoshio was not to be found in the green- 
house. 

All the Japanese then began an organized search 
for Yoshio. Yoshio could not be found. Kotohito 
had seen him for a minute in the greenhouse near 
midnight : that was all that one could be sure of 
about Yoshio. 

The morning grew toward day, and at last the 
Japanese had to leave the ball among the last of 

the crowd, without any Yoshio. Baron M ’s 

face wore a dark look. He had the thought that 
Devriloff may have found the means to do the boy 
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to death— unless Yoshio had taken it upon himself 
to go home alone. 

All this time Yoshio was in a summer-house 
behind the Devriloff Palace with the furs 
which enwrapped Nadine : and the conference 
between the lovers was long and earnest. Nadine 
said that the only way was for them to defy every- 
one, and risk all ; she knew a “ pope ” — one of 
those “ white ” (or secular) priests of the Greek 
Church — named Paul Kraszewski, who was devoted 
to her, and, for the sake of gold, would do all that 
was needful for the marriage of her and Yoshio 
that same midnight. She would go to bed at an 
early hour, and near midnight steal from her 
room to the church. She proposed also to let into 
the secret her maid, Anna Pochowski, and her old 
man-nurse, the Amurski Cossack, Shtcherbakoff, 
who would die for her, if necessary, and would have 
a sleigh ready to drive her and her maid, Anna 
Pochowski, to the church. 

As for Yoshio, he would return home for the 
present, but would escape and hide from his friends 
some time before ten in the night, when the Japanese 
were to take a southward train. Yoshio knew that 
the Japanese party were bound to leave St. Peters- 
burg that night, since that night at eleven the 
supply-train was to be mined by Messrs. Petersen 
and England, and Russia would thereafter become 
a place for the Japanese to hasten from. If, there- 
fore, Yoshio could hide beyond the hour (ten) fixed 
for their departure, he would be safe. Yoshio felt 
his honour and duty wounded by this plot, but love 
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was stronger than all ; and so it was settled before 
the lovers parted near daybreak after many good- 
byes. 

Yoshio walked in a dream all the way to Novoya 
Derevnya, and did not reach home till the sun was 
high. He found his father pacing the drawing- 
room of the villa. 

“ Come here, Yoshio,” said Baron M ; “ where 

have you been ? ” 

“ I have been walking in the august city, chichi 
uyi ,” said Yoshio, with a hung head. 

“ With what object ? ” 

“ I have examined the august monuments of the 
city, chichi uyi." 

“ Have you accomplished that which you were 
placed in the greenhouse of the Pavlovna Palace 
to do ? ” 

“No, chichi uyi. Prince Devriloff did not pass 
that way.” 

“Did you abandon your post without knowing 
whether he would pass that way ? Or did you 
know that he would certainly not pass before you 
abandoned your post ? ” 

Yoshio hesitated, and then answered : 

“ I did not know for certain that he would not 
pass ; but I guessed that he would not, the hour 
being late.” 

M looked at the young man piercingly. 

“ But why did you go away ? ” he asked after 
a minute. 

“ I have examined the honourable monuments of 
the city, chichi uyi." 
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“ Go from me.” 

Yoshio went to his own room. 

M touched a bell, and when Kotohito came 

in, said to him : “ Yoshio has got entangled with 
some lady at the Pavlovna ball. He harbours, 
moreover, some bashful purpose. Keep your eye 
on him during the day. I am now going to sit by 
the body of Kanin.” 

M , who could pass several nights without 

sleep, soon after this went out, and spent the day 
with three of the other Japanese by the body of 
Kanin at a morgue ; he also passed an hour in 
talking over with some officials the arrangements 
for the funeral, which was to be magnificent, for 
the crime had already roused much feeling. 

The Japanese, however, intended to be gone 
before the funeral, and after the baron had gazed 
for hours on the face of the murdered man with 
fond mutterings of his lips, he set out for the com- 
missariat of police, and gave the hour (ten) of his 
train of departure, so that the Japanese passports 
should be at the station at that hour to be given 
back to his party. He dined at a restaurant near 
the Liteinyi Bridge, and did not return home till 
nine, in order to start with Kotohito and Yoshio 
for the station. 

But, to his astonishment, neither Kotohito nor 
Yoshio was in the villa ; the trunks of the party 
lay ready on the lower floor ; but Kotohito had 
not left even a line to explain his absence. 

Baron M waited on, inwardly raging, till 

ten ; at that hour his train started without him ; 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE CHAPEL 


57 


and still Yoshio and Kotohito did not appear. At 
the railway-station three of the six Japanese, and a 
police-official with the passports, were waiting in 
vain for M , Kotohito, and Yoshio. 

At last, near ten-thirty, a thought struck the 
baron, and he went out, peering as he went down 
the street at the gates and walls on either side ; 
and soon he came upon what he half-expected — a 
cross marked with chalk on a gate ; sixty yards 
beyond, in the next street, he came upon another 
chalk-mark ; and now he knew the truth : Yoshio 
had fled, and Kotohito, on the track of Yoshio, had 

left these pateran-marks to show M which way 

he and Yoshio had gone. 

But the tracking of the marks through St. Peters- 
burg at that hour of the night was a slow matter, 

and only the toughness of M kept him to it. It 

was some minutes after midnight when, in a dark 

lane behind the Mikhailovski Theatre, M came 

upon Kotohito, who, with his back leant against a 
wall, was breathing heavily. 

“ He has just escaped me,” panted Kotohito ; 
“ found out that I was tracking — runs like a deer.” 

“ Which way ? ” 

“ Yonder.” 

“Come.” 

The two men trotted forward. 

At that moment, in a chapel of a church not 
fifty yards from the theatre, Yoshio and Nadine 
were kneeling at a lighted altar, with them being 
the young woman named Anna Pochowski, also 
the “ white ” pope, Kraszewski, also Shtcherbakoff, 
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and the officiating priest. The little party seemed 
lost in the gaudy and gloomy vastness of the church. 
0 Yoshio was married with a heaving chest, for he 
had been running hard. By the time the rite was 
over, he had, indeed, got back his wind, but still 
his heart throbbed awfully at his feeling of guilt, 
at his uncertainty as to the future, at his daring 
behaviour. However, he led out his little 
ruddy bride to her sleigh with a bold face, and 
parted from her with a promise of meeting 
her two hours later in the summer-house behind 
the Devriloff Palace. 

He left the church alone. Having nowhere in 
particular to go before the rendezvous, he went 
strolling anywhere, little dreaming that his father 
was now fearfully and wonderfully near to him, 
and seeking him at a run. And precisely before 
the facade of the theatre the ill-fated lad butted 

on a sudden in the dark upon Baron M and 

Kotohito. Before ever the boy could run, M , 

without saying a word, had Yoshio’s wrist in a grip 
of iron. 

Yoshio’s head bowed, and, as he walked along 
by his father’s side, stifled sobs were heard going 
- all down the length of the street. He remembered 
that Nadine would wait for him in the summer- 
house in the cold morning, and wait, and wait, with 
a sob in her throat. 

The Japanese party were able, after all, to set 
off that night by a later train ; for the three at the 
station had got the giving-back of the passports 
put off by the commissary to that later train ; the 
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luggage at Novqya Derevnya was telegraphed for ; 
and by one-thirty the party, including Yoshio, were 
en route southward. 

En route also at that hour from Vladimir were 
Messrs. Petersen and England. And two evenings ^ 
later all the seven Tiger-hunters met at the agreed 
inn in Konigsberg. 
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IN THE TEMPLE OF THE SUN 

T HE results of the Tiger-hunters’ visit to Peters- 
burg were soon seen. The murder of Mons. 
Kanin, who was an ex-editor of the Ji Ji news- 
paper and a well-known politician, caused a dismay 
■C/ even in St. Petersburg, and in the Eastarage ; while 
as to the mining of the supply-train, though the 
Japanese party could not be pointedly charged 
with it, it furnished fuel to the fire on the Rus- 
sian side : the ministers who were working toward 
peace threw up the cards ; and the war went its 
way. 

But for a month no action of striking greatness 
took place in Manchuria. 

Meantime, be it noted, China had been neutral, 
except for some Manchu bandits (Chunchuses) and 
“ Boxers,” whom the Japanese were using as scout- 
ing groups, etc. However, ever since the war began 
15,000 rifles and 10,000,000 rounds per month had 
been pouring from Japan into neutral China. 

And one night, six weeks after the Petersburg 
events, Baron M sat with Prince Ch in a 

M 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



IN THE TEMPLE OF THE SUN 61 


room of that Temple of the Sun where the Chinese 
Foreign Office is in the habit of sitting. They were 
alone in a black-and-red apartment, a place in 
whose gaudiness of bronze, lacquer, and painted 
josses lay some hint of dark deeds and the torture- 
cellars of grisly queens who have drunken them- 
selves with blood through many an age of romance 
and intrigue ; and so close was the talk, that some 
of the coloured lights burned out without being 
marked by the two men. 

Ch , as is well known, was a man of sense 

but weak in action ; and for hours that night Baron 

M bent his brow upon the prince with the 

strain with which one bends a bow, still talking in 
the tone of a man upon whose words all things are 
hanging. 

“ A European war,” said the baron, “ is necessary 
to the yellow race, and, since it has to come, may 
as well come. We have it in our hands, prince, to 
bring it about in one of three ways almost when- 
ever we please. 

“ Ah, you well say ‘ almost,’ ” answered Prince 

Ch ; “ you are a man made to persuade persons 

against their will, baron ; you fly the world like a 
kite — it is nothing to you. But how long do you 
think it would take to wake up and prepare the 
Chinese in the manner you all are wishing ? ” 

“ Much of the waking up is done,” said the baron, 
“ for from end to end of Asia the rumour has run that 
the yellow man has beaten the white in war. When 
the Chinese coolie thinks of this he looks up into 
the air and screams out laughing ; the Hindoo is 
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glad ; the worshippers of the sun far off are ready 
to help.” 

“ But the preparing,” said the prince with 
a troubled brow ; “ remember that it has taken 
Japan forty years.” 

“ In China I could accomplish much of it in 
forty days. Reform first, then conscription, then 
the European war, during which we proclaim that 
at least Asia and Russia in Europe are our claim. 
As for the money, a governor in China with a sword 
in one hand and a rope in the other will soon give 
that.” 

“ It shall be done what you want, baron,” said 
the prince, tapping the ashes out of his pipe, “ and 
you shall do it. I have listened to you for fifteen 
years. . . . But of the three ways in which you 
say that a European war may be brought about by 
us, only one of them, in my opinion, should ever 
be employed by China.” 

“ Which one ? ” 

“ That one by which Japan so crushes Russia as 
to force France to fight Japan, and so bring on a 
European war. Then China would act.” 

Prince Ch ’s eyes smiled a little at this cautious 

speech of his, while Baron M frowned, and was 

silent. 

“ What have you to say, M ? ” asked the 

prince. 

“ But it was my hope to see a battalion of Chinese 
Imperial troops start in two days to operate against 

the Russians,” said M dryly. “ I thought that 

that was settled.” 
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“ Oh, baron,” said the prince with a weakness 
of expression, “you are a man made to have 
his way. I should say to you to-night : ‘ Take 
your seat at the head of the Council, and do 
as you like ’ ; but, to tell the truth, I am not 
sure — yet — of the way this war will go. Are you 
so very sure that the Japanese will beat the 
Russians ? ” 

“ I think that they have beaten them.” 

“ Well ; but still, I can’t help liking to feel the 
ground under our feet ; why not wait and let us 
see the Russians driven back to Mukden before we 
bring China into any trouble ? ” 

“ Is that the only condition which you de- 
mand ? ” asked the baron. 

“ Yes ; let us see that done.” 

“ You shall see it, I hope, before this day week. 
Meanwhile, I see no reason why we should not 
employ a body of Chinese troops against the 
Russians, with the object of precipitating possible 
trouble in Europe ” 

“ Oh, I am afraid of this,” said the prince, 
standing up. “ You first get the Russians dis- 
lodged from Liao-yang, and you have the word of 
a prince that your seat shall thenceforth be at the 
right hand of the throne of the Hsiis.” 

Baron M now bowed to the ground, saying : 

“ I myself, I hope, shall send your highness the 
news of what you ask for, for I start for the front 
early to-morrow, and thenceafter, prince — you have 
said it — no more waiting, but loud action and large. 
But now, I declare, you look sleepy.” 
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i The two politicians soon after this left the temple, 
waited on by six men with lanterns of white and 
yellow silks ; and saying “ since it must be,” parted 
before the court of the Imperial Palace. 
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CHAPTER VII 


AT THE SEAT OF WAR 

T HE next morning at dawn Baron M took 

the Pekin-Newchwang train, and from New- 
chwang passed northward to Talisu, where the head- 
quarters’ staff were. He was alone, for both 
Messrs. England and Petersen, as well as Yoshio, 
were at the front. 

As to Yoshio, the baron had done an extra- 
ordinary thing ; he had enrolled the boy as a com- 
mon soldier in a line-battalion at the front, a harsh 
step meant partly as a punishment, and partly as 
a training in the school of reality. At the inn at 
Konigsberg where the Tiger-hunters had met after 

the St. Petersburg happenings, M , having taken 

Yoshio aside, had said to him : “ Now tell me for 
what reason you wished to abandon your father 
and your country, and to remain at St. Petersburg.” 
Perhaps if Yoshio’s bride had • been any other 
than Prince Devriloff’s daughter, he might have 
told ; as it was, he had not dared ; and from that 
day the baron had kept a grim silence on the matter. 
But the moment he reached the Far East, before 
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even going to Pekin, he took care to see Yoshio 
with a musket on his shoulder. 

M then went to Pekin, spent a week of 

activity there, and, after his final talk with Prince 
Ch which has been Sketched, hastened north- 

ward again, with the object of “ reporting ” to the 
prince a battle which was about to take place. 
His share in that battle, which happened ten days 
afterwards, was much more than that of an on- 
looker ; but when it was over his son Yoshio was 
wounded and a prisoner. Yoshio was presently 
taken to the hospital at Irkutsk, where, in his long 
idle days, he wrote a letter which was rather a 
soliloquy than a letter ; and from this letter an 
account of what befel at the seat of war, both 
before and after Baron M- — reached it from 
Pekin, may be given in Yoshio’s own words. 

“ My dear lady,” he writes to his young bride, 
Nadine, “ I wrote you a letter from Konigsberg, 
giving you the history of my arrest by my father 
on the night, of our marriage, and again I wrote 
from Marseilles, in each case hoping that our party 
would remain long enough in those places for me 
to receive a reply from you : but before my letters 
could have reached you, my honoured father, who 
is ever a restless man, took his departure, and we 
others with him. 

“ I now write, Nadine, far removed from you, 
doubtful if what I write will ever meet those eyes 
into which it was once given me to look— years ago 
it seems, though it is only weeks. Shall I ever feel 
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that joy again ? You are so far beyond my reach 
now, that I do not often allow myself to hope. 

“ But I am not without a hope that this letter 
may reach you, for three days ago several of the 
Russian wounded here were taken to the railway 
to be carried back to Russia ; one of them was a 
bugler of the Kuban voisko, whose bed was the 
next but one on my right, and though we could not 
converse, he was friendly with me, and if I had had 
anything written when he left, I might have sent it 
by him. However, if a similar drafting of the sick 
to the railway again takes place from this ward, I 
shall certainly find my chance then. Meanwhile, 
the railway is closed to the post, the telegraph is in 
the hands of the military, and I am writing secretly 
with this pencil and soiled paper which the baggage- 
master has got for me at the spur of a bribe, for we 
are not allowed by Major Hartmann, the surgeon 
here, to do any writing. 

“ You will see from what I have said that I am 
in hospital here in Irkutsk, with a wound in the 
right shoulder, and an experience of war which I 
hope not to renew. I belong to the old Choshu 
clam of Japan, a set of people who have always been 
j fighters on land, just as the Satsuma clan are those 
who do the fighting on sea ; consequently, my 
honoured father, who seems to have a love for the 
sound of guns, is determined that I shall be a 
/ soldier like my ancestors, whether I like it or not ; 
and, since he is displeased with me, he has intro- 
/ duced me into the army in such a fashion, that my 
messmates before I was taken prisoner were a 
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common clog-seller, two carpenters, and a lantern- 
maker of Tokio. 

“ I did not know before that Japan had need of 
her artists to fight her battles, and be shot down by 
guns ; but so it seems now, and I must not say 
anything, since it is the august will of my honoured 
father. 

“ I love my country ; but this was not the sort 
of glory that I wished to gain for her. 

“ I will tell you something which I heard some 
one say the night before the great battle of Liao- 
yang : it was one Mr. England, a friend of my hon- 
oured father, and he was speaking to a Mr. 
Petersen, an American who has become one of our 
Tiger-hunters. As a general battle was sure on the 
morrow, they two had ridden from the village of 
Sintao to see me, having heard that my battalion 
had been posted in that part of the country. I 
was one of the inlying sentries when they came 
upon me at about one in the morning, and glad 
enough I was to talk with them, for I was frozen, 
and had a sure feeling in me that that was to be 
my last night in this world. After giving me a 
message from my father, they sat in the snow on 
a knoll, and were talking there a long while about 
the coming battle. 

“ I heard them say many things that night about 
events that are preparing for the whole world, 
though they may not have thought that I under- 
stood, for they spoke in a low voice in English ; but 
I know English well enough, and I heard Mr. 
England say, among other things, ‘ What is needful 
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for the great men in China is a change of heart. 
First, the conceit must go from them. The 
inferior yellow race has been beating the white 
in war, and everybody is crying out, “ It is no 
longer inferior ! ” But it is because it is somewhat 
inferior that it beats ; because it is in that stage 
of development which has a genius for war, whereas 
the white races are now getting into the stage 
which has a genius for the arts of peace. At an 
early stage in development every one could bring 
down a bird with a stone, and at that game of 
throwing stones a black Marutse or Batlapan boy 
can now beat us all, not because he is better than 
we, but because we are better than he. In the 
same way the Japs beat the Russian with the 
machines which he invented for them, not because 
the Japs, or the Boers, or the Prussians are better 
men, but because the greatest white nations are 
just getting past that stage of development which 
has a genius for war.’ 

“ I was struck by this, because no one likes the 
Japanese more than Mr. England, and it only 
shows that there are more glorious things than war, 
such as painting and poetry. 

“ Mr. England then went on to say : * Now, what 
follows from this ? That the yellow people should 
know themselves for what they are, and should 
also know when to act. What are they ? They 
are “ the barbarians ” — like those that overthrew 
the Roman Empire, and they are the last lot of 
barbarians that will ever overthrow the rest. And 
when should they act ? Now, because, if they 
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wait, they, too, will cease to be “ the barbarians," 
will get beyond the stage to which the genius for 
war is proper, and, in the universal peace that will 
soon be, they will be trodden wider the white man 
with his much more developed genius for the arts 
of peace, unless they spread and establish them- 
selves by war, now that they can.’ 

“ From this, and from many things which I have 
heard, I fancy that greater matters than one thinks 
must now be going forward in China, and that my 
honoured father may be the mover in much of it. 

“ But I think that if those sort of people only 
knew the miseries, especially for the common 
soldier and the common people, of all this business 
of war, they would try to mend matters. I can’t 
help thinking that this time the country of my 
dear lady is not quite in the right, for Japan is 
fighting for her life, as I have been brought up to 
believe ; but they should all have managed to 
settle it somehow without this rain of blood. 

“ In this town of Irkutsk things are very bad. 
A Frenchman, named Tombarel, who was a marker 
in the 5th East Siberian Frontier Battalion, and 
now lies there opposite me with a bayonet-wound 
in his stomach, and his sheepskin cap hung up 
over his head, has told me that it was always the 
wickedest town in the world ; but now the police 
have ceased to care, and there is no longer any 
decency ; a dozen murders take place every day ; 
wagonloads of wounded continue to come, there 
is not room in the military quarters for them all, 
and I heard yesterday from Madame Krastalinski, 
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my nurse, that three have been foully murdered 
by the folk upon whom they were billeted. The town 
seems to have gone wild. As I write, I can hear 
the hospital-yard full of uproar, the rumble of 
wagons, whips cracking, shouts, laughter, dogs 
barking, and a drum beating the recall outside. 

“ It is five weeks now since we arrived at Taku 
in a steamer from Nagasaki, where we only stayed 
one day on coming from Europe. The Japanese 
whom you saw in St. Petersburg parted from us at 
Nagasaki, and only my father, Messrs. England 
and Petersen, and I came on to Taku. I under- 
stood that we were going to Pekin, but, instead of 
that, from Taku we went northward to New- 
chwang, and thence on to Talisu. I hardly knew 
why, but a fear was on me, Nadine. My father 
did not speak to me, and I saw Mr. England smile 
sometimes upon me, as if to pity or to cheer me. 
This made me feel that something dreadful was 
about to happen to me. 

“ And all the way to Talisu what was to happen 
was clearly foretold me in dreams, for every time 
I closed my eyes I dreamt that I was on the battle- 
field, a soldier ; I saw wounds dealt, and wondered 
how I could escape ; I saw my comrades cut down 
before my eyes, and felt the call of honour to join 
in the fray and help them, but I would not, and 
skulked to save myself from the injuries to men’s 
flesh which I beheld on every hand, and the shame 
of my flight would cause me to awake. 

“ These images of fear so filled my fancy, that 
by the time we reached Talisu I was in a state to 
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be pitied. On the afternoon that we left New- 
chwang, Mr. England said to my honoured father : 
' I’m afraid that Yoshio is not quite well ’ ; where- 
upon my father’s eye dwelt upon me, but he made 
no answer. It was dear that he had some pur- 
pose in his mind concerning me, and I almost 
guessed what it was. 

“ And the scenes which met my eyes only 
deepened this sick hue of my mind, for the world 
seemed given over to war ; at some of the most 
rural places there was something to remind one of the 
powers that were seeking to overthrow each other ; 
companies of soldiers were in cantonment on the 
villages, or bivouacked about them ; columns were 
on the march, all making northward, with lumber- 
ing regimental and divisional baggage, and squad- 
rons of cavalry and of horse-artillery and, coming 
the other way, wagonloads of sick men, whose 
bandages were spotted with blood. Outside 
Talisu I saw a sight which I think I see again now : 
it was a Manchu fruit-seller, with a child in her 
arms, standing by the long culvert which the train 
crosses before coming to the town ; her blouse of 
blue cotton was more red than blue, and the child 
was without any head ; she held it up for us to see 
with a screaming sort of laugh. 

“ Her grief may have been owing to one of those 
Chunchuses, or Manchu bandits, who were then 
thronging in the town, for these are a very ruthless 
sort of people.' In fact, I could not have pictured 
to myself such a sight as was to be seen there. We 
entered it about nine in the night, and found it 
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given over to noise, gloom and lawlessness. Many 
sorts of troops were here — Chinese Imperial troops 
guarding the palace, with Chunchuses, Japanese, 
and Russians with crutches, their arms in slings, 
or bandages round their heads ; in the drink* 
places were crowds, and the streets were alive with 
crowds, some peering in the half-dark at notices 
posted in two languages at the town hall, half of 
which was in ruins, having been shattered by the 
shells of our army. Companies with bands of music 
passed at a quick march towards unknown ends. 
I saw a squad of troopers gallop suddenly into a 
screaming crowd without the least care. Regiment 
after regiment, too, must have come into or left 
the town during the night, for every now and 
again I was startled from sleep by the rSveillee of 
trumpets, drums beating the tattoo, the tramp of 
feet, the neighing of horses, shouts, calls, words of 
command, and the racket made by trains of bag- 
gage and artillery rumbling over those rough 
streets — all which did not tend to quiet my mind, 
you may be sure, nor to make me in love with that 
pit of death into which I now felt that my honoured 
father meant to hurl me alive.” 
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PRIVATE YOSHIO 

“ T WAS interrupted in my writing yesterday 
J. afternoon, dear Nadine, by Major Hart- 
mann coming into the ward, and causing me to 
hide my letter hurriedly. After a night full of 
dreams of you — for I have few dreams in which 
you do not play a part, especially since I have had 
this feverishness — I now go on with the tale of my 
sorrows, having just taken some good Russian tea 
and a bowl of rice and barley mixed, a dish which 
the Russians have copied from us others, though 
they prepare it in a less tasty manner, I think. 

“ On the morning, then, after our arrival in 
Talisu, I was called to the presence of my honoured 
father in the barracks where we had slept, or rather 
where I had slept, for my father, who is a very 
hard man, and can go without food or sleep for 
days, had been awake all night. I believe it to 
be a fact that he is now without any status in the 
Japanese army, yet one might imagine him one of 
the Genro, if one were to judge by the stir and 
observance which his presence causes among the 
military people. When called to him, I found him 
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sitting at a table covered with maps and plans, with 
a crowd of staff-officers standing all about him, 
while beads of sweat stood on his brow. I, for my 
part, was shivering, for it was very cold, and 
nothing had been offered me to eat that morning. 

“Every one straightened himself from bending 
over the maps as I bowed myself before my father, 
with the table between him and me, and I saw by 
the way in which the officers silently smiled upon 
me that whatever doom overhung me was known 
already to them all. 

“The thought came into my head that, what- 
ever was to happen, I must show none of my 
feelings before these men and my honoured father ; 
but it was hard, for I remembered that I was not 
alone, but had a young wife, whose happiness hung 
upon my continued existence. 

“ ‘ Yoshio,’ said my father, without looking up 
from the map before him, * I am given to under- 
stand that a company of the second regiment of the 
third division is being filled up. Thirteen men of 
the reserve are about to be led from Talisu for this 
purpose ; how would it be, if you volunteer to make 
the fourteenth ? The honourable colonel here 
accepts your service beforehand.’ 

“ I made a plongeon before my father, with the 
reply, * As you will, father,’ while everything 
seemed to swim before my eyes. 

“My . father now looked up at me, and from 
something in his eyes I think that he approved of 
my manner, for I ought to know the meaning of his 
glances by now. 
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“ ‘ Very good,’ said he. * I am leaving for Pekin 
to-night ; but if you be lucky and victorious, we 
shall meet again some happier day. Sayonara / 
Fight well.’ 

“ ‘ Banzai ’ (Bravo !), said one of the officers, 
with a smile. 

“ That was all. My father is a man of few words. 
One of the officers handed me a billet, which I took 
as it were unconsciously, for I was only dreamily 
conscious of anything, save of a hurtful lump in 
my throat. A non-commissioned officer, who must 
have been waiting there for me, then touched me 
on the shoulder, and I followed him out of the door. 
But I had hardly got beyond it, when my father 
was again with me. He put his hand on my 
shoulder and pressed it tightly, murmuring dose 
to my ear : ‘ Remember the heroic spirit of your 
mother ; remember your father, who — loves you. 
Good-bye.’ I could no longer keep from breaking 
out into bitter weeping, but my honoured father 
was gone even while I sobbed, ‘Yes, father,’ to 
him. 

“ I was led by my guide downstairs and across 
a courtyard to an apartment where a few soldiers 
were grouped round a kotatsu, or fire in the floor, 
making rice-cakes ; these were the men of the sub- 
section with whom I was to march to join our 
company. In a large store-room beyond this I was 
given a grey doth suit, a yellow-braided cap with 
a star on it, boots, a sheepskin muffler : in short, 
the kit of a common soldier. After dressing myself 
in these things, I received a receipt for my_other 
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clothes, and returned to the apartment where my 
squad sat round the kotatsu. I now felt myself 
so weighted, that I wondered how I was to take long 
marches in such a state ; but the whole, which then 
seemed to me at least a hundred pounds, turned out 
to be under sixty, and in a few days ceased to weigh 
upon me. 

“ As I sat on a bench at the side of the apartment, 
no longer keenly suffering, but in a state of idle 
hopelessness, one of the squad who were at the fire 
brought me some food and tea, called me comrade, 
asked what was the matter, and began to cut some 
capers, pointing his musket at imaginary Russians. 
This fellow was a clog-seller named Markino, with 
whom I afterwards became friendly ; but at that 
time his antics could not win a smile from me. 

“ Soon afterwards in came Mr. England, and sat 
with me. He has a kind heart, and did his best 
to console me, dwelling on the wisdom of my 
honoured father, and saying that, though war is 
a terrible thing, the human mind is such that it 
quickly becomes acclimatized to every state of 
being, and will feel at home amid flaming worlds. 
After my first battle, he said, I should be wanting 
to fight my second ; he did not know, Nadine, how 
much stronger than any other being’s is my motive 
to live. He made an effort to get from me the 
story of what he called my * escapade ’ in St. Peters- 
burg, saying that, if my father only knew the truth, 
that might lessen his anger. But I would tell 
nothing. 

“ Toward noon a quarter-master-sergeant stepped 
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briskly into the apartment ; I stood up to the roll- 

call, and when the words ‘ Yoshio M ’ passed his 

lips, took my stand with the rest. We fifteen then 
shouldered our muskets and passed through a court- 
yard full of limbers, solders in undress, and hurry- 
ing orderlies. We went out into the streets, and 
as those barracks stand near the northern part of 
the town, we were soon marching along a country 
road. 

“ Two miles north-west of the town the sergeant, 
whose name was Kenchio — he is now dead — 
pointed out to me the trenches on a slope where the 
Russians made their last Stand in this part of the 
country. These trenches were galloped by a 
regiment of Japanese sabres, but with terrible loss 
to the victors. At the bottom of the hill is a long 
mound of earth — the grave into which the con- 
querors, the conquered, and their horses, were cast 
together after this bloody affair. 

“ We halted that evening at the village of Mingu 
after a cold, but not unpleasant, march of twelve 
miles, for as I can both run and walk long dis- 
tances, I was not weary, in spite of the weight 
which I carried. Manchuria is a charming land, 
even in its frozen winter, and may some day become 
one of the world’s chief centres of life ; the scenery 
is varied, there are many streams, now hard with 
ice, with mountain-ranges, and valleys with happy 
villages in them, and vast stretches of millet that 
grows far above one’s head, and fruit-trees of every 
kind. At Mingu we found billets for the night, I 
staying with a Manchu woman like a giantess, who 
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told me that her younger son was hanged in Talisu 
by the Russians for giving information, and that 
the elder has since taken to the mountains as a 
robber, swearing vengeance upon every one. 

“ The next morning the sergeant put us through 
some drill-book movements, chiefly, I think, for 
my good on some hint from my father, for all the 
others had gone through the training usual for 
reserve-men. But I had been forced to have it all 
in my head from the time when I was a young boy, 
and though a poor shot, I had no need to be a 
better, for I am now convinced that all the fuss 
which is made about the marksmanship of land- 
forces is a needless fuss, since no one ever shoots 
the man he aims at in a battle, and whenever a 
man is shot it is always by a bullet aimed at some 
other man, or not aimed at all : so that all one need 
know is how to fire off one’s gun, and then leave 
the rest to chance. 

“ We set out again on a north-westward road, 
leaving the railway on our right, and for three days 
marched in a leisurely way, with stoppages at 
lonely villages, the weather being bright and cold, 
and the snow hard under our feet ; and passing by 
those hamlets in the clefts of the mountains, I 
would often think to myself how well it would be 
to live there, giving myself to painting, music and 
poetry, with you, Nadine, by my side ; but another 
fate than this was given me at my birth. My 
comrades, for their part, took things more lightly 
than I, singing on the march, and making merry 
at the villages, so that I was sometimes amazed at 
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their freedom from care, while to the tricks of my 
clog-seller there was no end ; but I think that the 
Chinese brandy, samshu, had oftentimes some- 
thing to do with this lightness, for I have also seen 
them stare like men in despair, and my clog-seller 
confessed to me that his nights were full of dreams 
of blood. 

‘“Are you not afraid of being shot, Markino ? ’ I 
said to him one night when we lay in the dark in 
the same room. 

“ ‘ It is not only that,’ he replied, ‘ but I am 
also afraid of shooting any one. It seems such an 
outrage to take aim and shoot a human being, one, 
too, who has not hurt you.’ 

“ I had myself the same shudder at the thought 
of wounding the flesh of unknown men, and of 
having mine wounded by them ; the whole thing 
was altogether an abomination, which it was as 
irksome for me to go into as for one to hold the 
eyes in smoke, and I do not know what kept the 
strain of mind which held me to it from snapping, 
and from rushing back into the easy course of 
flight. 

“ However, we fifteen passed on from point to 
point during six days, witnessing on our route a 
movement of armies making in the same direction 
as ourselves, for no day went by that troops of 
cavalry, mounted infantry, artillery, and battalions 
on the march did not come up with and pass us, 
without paying any heed to us. Sometimes we 
heard of skirmishes taking place at the front be- 
tween outposts and sharpshooters, with small 
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ambushes, surprises, or night-attacks on one side 
or the other. At both the villages of Sinno and 
Chentao we found regiments bivouacked, and from 
both we learned that a great battle was about to 
take place. This rumour, in fact, seemed to be 
everywhere in the army.” 
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VOSHIO IN ACTION 

“ A FTER another interruption, dear Nadine, 
I again take up the thread of my tale of 
misfortune. Our squad joined its company on the 
seventh night at the small town of Ta-mien-leng, 
in the great barracks built there by the Russians ; 
in fact, it is surprising how much in a few years the 
Russians have built in Manchuria, for everywhere 
one comes upon raw blocks of brick like ware- 
houses, with blockhouses and other works, near 
which sometimes a new, or partly new, townlet has 
sprung up. 

“ My squad entered barracks at eleven in the 
night, when I was dropping with fatigue, and 
already half-asleep. We were led into a room in 
which a young-looking officer was sitting in 
undress at a table, turning over the leaves of a 
Britannic magazine, The Graphic. 

“ ‘ All right,’ he said, after looking at the billets, 
‘ the company starts out to rejoin the battalion at 
Huamit to-morrow morning at five o’clock,’ and 
he directed Kenchio, the sergeant, where to seek 
our quarters. We passed upstairs through a great 
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building, and in a room full of sleeping soldiers I 
threw my ride with the rest upon the rack, and 
myself upon a bed, where I was at once asleep. 

“ The next morning I felt myself for the first time 
a soldier in the ranks of an army. I was roughly 
awakened at the reveiUee, and hastening down with 
the rest, answered to the roll-call in one of the 
barrack-yards, where our company assembled by 
lantern-light. That early-morning scene, with half 
the men yawning and coughing, with the coloured 
lanterns reflected on the snow, and with only one 
lonely light in the barracks round us, is still 
present before my mind. We numbered two hun- 
dred and forty men, and the name of our captain 
was Kansura, who, unlike your Russian infantry 
captains, was mounted. He gave the command 
of ‘ Quick march ! ’ the drums rolled, and we 
set out toward our destiny with all the dogs of 
the town barking after us in the dark, but I with a 
new strength in me at the feeling of being backed 
by all that crowd of brave fellows who surrounded 
me. 

“ Not two hours, however, were to pass before 
this new courage of mine was to be put to the test. 
It was about seven o’clock, when the darkness of 
a terribly cold night was gone ; my right-hand 
neighbour, a Socialist veteran who had fought in 
both the Satsuma and Chinese wars, and had been 
telling me the story of his feats and escapes, had 
just said to me, * It won’t be long now before we 
bivouac,’ when my heart jumped into my mouth 
at the sound of firearms, and not mine alone, I 
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think, for no one had any thought of meeting an 
enemy so far south, and we were maching without 
having sent out any scouting-party. 

“ It was at a part of the very rough road where 
the country was flat, but pretty wild with rocks 
and patches of bush, all white under snow. About 
three-quarters of a mile on the left front of us 
was a rough mound or hill ; and it was from there, 
I thought at once, that the fire came. 

“ ‘ Halt ! ’ shouted Captain Kansura. 

“ As we halted, a sprinkling of bullets took 
place among us, while everyone darted his eyes 
about. I could see neither smoke nor enemy ; but 
my eye caught sight of one of our men three yards 
before me bending his head and shoulders, like one 
making a bow in the Western manner. I did not 
know why he was doing this, till on a sudden he 
snatched up some grass with passion in both his 
hands, as he dropped sharply to the ground. At 
the same time our advanced guard hurried in ; 
behind I heard a pattering upon our company am- 
munition-cart and our two baggage-waggons, caused 
by a shower of bullets : and my heart fainted in me, 
Nadine. 

“ Happily, our little captain was a man of nerve ; 
he spurred forward and spoke hurriedly with two 
under-officers, and a moment afterwards the mot 
d’ordre ‘ extend ’ went forth ; nor did it come too 
soon, for I was aware of men dropping here 
and there around me, and of a weird noise, like 
strings of the koto, in the air. I cannot describe 
to you my feelings at this thing. I said to myself : 
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‘ Yoshio, this is the day on which you were pre- 
destined to die from your birth, and it is a hopeless 
case with you ’ ; but at the same time a feeling of 
resentment against the enemy, which I had not felt 
before, was mixed with my despair, for it seemed 
to be against me that their undeserved malice was 
being aimed, and I hated them, and wished to be 
revenged on them, and at the very same time 
I was elated with a busy and high sort of feel- 
ing, like a wild man enjoying a storm, and 
thinking to himself, ‘ This is the day of days, and 
the moment of moments.’ Meantime, we were 
most of us running sideways for our lives, forming 
in a double line, with ten feet between man and man ; 
now I saw that the fire, which had grown heavier, 
was passing mainly between and over our heads ; 
and now my Socialist veteran remarked to me, 
‘ We are going to storm that hill in small details 
with short rushes from under cover.* 

“ Almost at the same moment that he said this, 
I saw the man on my left clutch at the air with 
both hands, step slowly backward, reel, and drop 
on a sudden upon his side ; at the same moment, 
too, I heard coming towards me from far away on 
the left the cry, ‘ Retire ! ’ repeated from man to 
man, while behind me I heard Ihimoto, my squad- 
commander, ciying out, ‘ Forward ! Charge ! ’ 

‘ Retire 1 ’ I shouted at the top of my voice, for the 
cry from the left had come to me, and in my flurry 
of mind I did not know where I was nor what I 
did ; but immediately afterwards I saw Captain 
Kansura galloping toward me and toward the left, 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



86 


THE YELLOW WAVE 


with his shako on the back of his head and a very 
excited face, howling out, * Who said retire ? For- 
ward ! forward ! ’ Then I was aware of our right 
flank going forward at the double, and before I 
knew what I was doing, I was myself running to- 
ward the enemy. 

“ In less than a minute after this our company 
had disappeared from the surface of the plain, and 
I found myself hiding behind a rock with only six 
others, among them being my dogg-seller, my 
Socialist veteran, and squad-commander Ihimoto. 
‘ It is no good wasting cartridges yet, men,’ said 
Ihimoto; ‘ we will make a rush for those three 
maple-trees, and then for that bush ’ ; but all the 
other details of our company were not of the same 
opinion, for firing was going on far and near over 
the plain, like terrible kettle-drums tattooing a 
little, and leaving off, and beginning again some- 
where else, while over our own heads whistled a few 
of the enemy’s shots. ‘They have no artillery, 
no more than we have,’ said my veteran ; ‘ they 
must be some small party, and our men on the right 
will very likely outflank them — banzai (a thousand 
years) ! ’ But I thought to myself that this unseen 
destroyer had all the better of us in his mysterious 
trenches, and might be there in his thousands for 
all we knew, only waiting for us to come up with 
him in order to kill us all. 

“After staying a minute behind the rock to 
recover our wind, we again ran forward, and you 
may be sure that we ran fast. On either hand I 
saw several other groups of our men rushing forward, 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



YOSHIO IN ACTION 


87 

bending, like men making way against wind and 
rain, then lying behind the cover of rocks, bush or 
folds of the ground. As for us, we were under 
cover again in ten or fifteen seconds, before we 
could have been struck by aimed fire ; and I thought 
to myself, ‘ If all goes like this, and we once get at 
them, let these butchers look out for themselves.' 

“ Again we six rushed forward ; it was a longer 
distance this time, but we had all reached some bush 
in safety when a rushing was heard in the leaves, and 
one of us six, a small fellow who wore spectacles, fell 
dying. We said nothing at this, hardly noticed him, 
our minds were so set to the work before us, and our 
minute under cover seemed to me too long, for the 
rolling of the musketry raised a heat in my brain, 
and I wished to come at my enemies. 

“ At the next cover Ihimoto, who was all out of 
breath, panted to us, ‘ Now aim to the left of that 
dip in the hill ; let them have it,' and while the 
thunder-clap of our rifles was still crackling down 
in our ears, he howled out, ‘ Bayonets ! Charge ! ' 

We were almost at the foot of the hill, with little 
more cover left us, and within a hundred yards of 
the enemy ; we scattered and ran toward the hill, 
our attack being almost frontal, and it was a case 
with us at that moment. But we did not go alone, 
for almost at the same time as we, ten or twelve 
other groups broke from cover far and near, most of 
them looking remote and pigmy, forming a strag- 
gling line of poor men running forward to save their 
lives, and seeming a paltry enough crew on the 
large white landscape before the large hill ; but we 
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had hardly reached the beginning of the rising 
ground, when from far away on my right I heard 
through the din a sound, a shout, which my ears 
made out to be ‘ Banzai / ’ 

“ ‘ Banzai / Banzai ! ’ I shouted in the joy of my 
heart, and all down our line that shout went : for, 
away to the right, some forty of our men had 
scaled the flank of the hill, and were ‘ rolling up ’ 
the enemy’s trenches with an enfilade fire. Before 
me on the top of the hill I saw several heads in 
black forage-caps appear a moment and vanish as 
we darted after them ; but by the time we reached 
their trenches all that was presented to our volley 
was the backs of some thirty-five or forty riders in 
blue trousers and black tunics, leaning over their 
horses’ necks, flying northward, and followed by a 
riderless horse ; and not one of the hundreds of 
bullets which we sent- after them touched one of 
them. 

“They were a squadron-section of Crim Tartar 
rough-riders, who had picketed their horses on the 
yon side of the hill and made three short trenches 
with loop-holes and covered retreats, so that they 
had been well covered ; but in the middle trench 
we found a tall, bearded fellow who had received a 
wound in the jaw, he being their only loss. As for 
us, we found that this affair had cost us nine dead 
and seventeen wounded. 

“How these Tartars had got into that part or 
into touch with our company we did not know, 
for the Manchus and Mongols are on our side, and 
will not give true information to the Russians. 
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At any rate, so this matter turned out ; and it 
was a sad thing afterwards to see our dressers and 
stretcher-bearers searching among the bushes for 
the dead and wounded. 

“ We camped in that place, having brought down 
the wounded Tartar, and when I sat to my break- 
fast, with leisure to think of it all, I could hardly 
believe that I was myself. I had been under fire, 
and had come out of it alive and whole ; the thing 
was not such a nightmare of blood as I had 
dreamed, and I felt in my pride that I might fight 
a hundred battles and come through victorious. 
But at the same time something whispered within 
me, ‘ It would be better not to try it.’ 

“ We broke up camp in a sudden blizzard, after 
having ... I have to stop . . .” 
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YOSHIO’S MARCH 

“ A N hour ago, dear Nadine,” Yoshio’s letter con- 
J~\_ tinues, “ I heard from one of our nurses tha t 
a batch of six from this ward will be sent back to 
Russia by the railway in three days’ time, and I 
shall then undoubtedly find the means to get this 
letter to you, for the departures will include my 
friend Tombarel, whose volost (district) is not far 
from St. Petersburg. This overjoys me to think 
that we are not utterly parted, for you will hear, 
as it were, my voice in this letter, you will know 
where I am, you will write to me ; I shall then be 
afresh assured that you still live on this same 
earth with me, that you still think of me, and I 
shall be filled with satisfaction. 

“ Nadine, I have a thought, now two days old 
in me : the fact is, I am now getting better ; I begin 
to feel my new health, and I have wondered whether 
I could not get to Russia and to you by the Siberian 
railway. It is a daring thought, but if I can escape 
from the hospital, I believe that I could find means 
to disguise myself. . . . No, I will say no more 
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of that yet ; I should be shot perhaps ; I have not 
thought enough on it ; but if I see even the least 
chance of doing it, I tell you truly that I should 
venture down a lane made by the five million 
rifles of Holy Russia and all her cannon pointing 
at me, when the prize at the end is the little bright 
daughter of General Prince Devriloff. Meantime, 
I will think and watch, though I doubt that so 
good a fate as this was predestined me at my birth. 

“The nurse who has told me of this coming 
removal of wounded men is, I now hear, one of the 
great ladies in St. Petersburg Society, and knows 
your father well. Her name is Madame Kras- 
talinski, and she is one of the volunteer nurses 
under the Red Cross, in which your Empress is 
interested. She is friendly with me, and winks 
at my writing ; in fact, I have given her a hint of 
that happiness and misery which befel me in St. 
Petersburg, without letting her know who my 
bride was ; and this seems to have touched her 
kind heart. 

“ But now I shall not have time to write much 
more of my experiences of this war, though it 
pleases me to write it to you, and I could go on 
a long while without weariness. You must hear, 
however, how I came to be here, wounded and a 
prisoner. 

- “ After the skirmish with the troop of Crim 
Tartars north of Ta-mien-leng, of which I have 
told you, our company marched a long way over 
some hilly country, not without scouting this time 
you may be sure ; and we arrived safely near the 
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townlet of Kong-kai-tien, where we came up with 
our battalion. 

“ From that time my ears began to be filled with 
nothing but rumours of a coming battle ; we spoke 
about it, and of our probable share in it, at night in 
our tents, round the rice-kettle in the morning, 
and when drowsy men were coming in from out- 
post. It seemed that a great army of our troops 
had concentrated in that part of the country within 
forty or fifty miles ; some said that we were as many 
as 230,000 ; our major had had one of those poles 
by which wireless messages are received rigged up, 
and this became a sort of centre for the subalterns 
to meet at in the afternoon, in order to talk of the 
future ; the sutler men and women of the country 
who brought us things to sell were keenly questioned 
by us, so were our own reconnoitring parties when 
they came in. On the fifth morning an orderly rode 
in in haste from beyond the mountains on the 
north with a despatch, and half-an-hour later, as I 
was being marched in frozen from sentry-duty, our 
major, whose name is Suyematsu, called me and 
said, ‘ Your father has just arrived at the front, 
private, and now perhaps we shall see things quicken 
a little.’ 

“ I was in no way keen for any more battles, as 
some of my comrades were, but this put a feeling 
of warmth and safety in me to know that my 
honoured father was at hand, though I did not 
understand the major's talk about things quicken- 
ing a little. 

“ It turned out to be true, however, for that very 
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afternoon we broke up our camp, and thence* 
forward to that fateful morning when I was awaked 
from sleep by beating drums and cannon booming 
in the distance, all was movement and bustle for 
every one of us. 

f The division of which my battalion formed a 

part was the third, under General O , and was 

made up of 12,000 men, with some squadrons of 
cavalry, and thirty-six quick-firing field-guns, be- 
sides engineers and other such people, and one 
night, the fourth of March, I saw the whole of these 
encamped in the snows by the banks of a tributary 
of the river Hundari to the south of the branch-line 
of railway to Perin. My company was camped on 
rising ground to the west, and before I went to sleep 
I saw the fires of the whole division reaching far 
away into the night, battalion after battalion, with 
their guns and their sentries in greatcoats, like a 
picture in a solemn dream ; and I wondered in my 
heart what fate awaited all this power of men, ani- 
mals and guns. Yet this great army was only in 
some sort the outpost of a far greater war-host 
that occupied the country; and hidden away in 
the northern night was the war-host of the Russians, 
as great a one as ours, it was said. 

“ The next morning I saw column after column 
of our division march away to the sound of the 
drums, two of them passing quite close to my camp, 
and I felt a thrill to see them, for our little men 
march very nimbly, as if shod with something 
pneumatic, and a column of them, swaying from 
side to side in step to the roll of the drums, puts one 
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in mind of a clicking machine at work upon the 
road. 

“ Near noon that day, after I had spent the 
morning in breaking river-ice for drinking purposes, 
our company, too, received marching-orders, crossed 
the river, and at a place near the village of Sintao 
was digging trenches and making parapets in the 
frozen ground at the foot of a hill, with a gun- 
emplacement at the top of it, till near ten in the 
night. We then set up an entanglement of barbed 
wires, and scattered a lot of old tin cans about to 
make a noise in case of a night-attack. By then I 
was very cold and weary, but my squad was next 
on the roster for outpost, so I had to go on. I stood 
leaning on my musket for about an hour after out- 
post had been taken up, looking at the country, 
which was fairly level, and lay spread out before 
me in a dull moonlight, all white and still, but with 
several points of fire shining through the mist 
afar off, whether fires of the enemy or of units of 
our own army I did not know. I gazed upon this 
scene with a foreboding in me that after the morrow 
I should nevermore gaze upon any earthly scene, for 
I did not know where my honoured father was, 
no longer felt protected by his nearness to me, and 
I experienced a somewhat bitter satisfaction in 
thinking that, if I were killed the next day, that 
would wound my father’s heart, and would serve 
him right for making me a soldier, a thought that 
caused my eyes to fill with tears of self-pity ; just 
then I heard one of the other outlying sentries 
behind a hill to my left call out, ‘ Who goes there ? ’ 
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and presently I saw Messrs. England and Petersen 
coming towards me, leading their horses. They 
had ridden from the village to bring me a message 
of good cheer from my honoured father, who, they 
said, was with the Headquarters-Staff at Kwang- 
chang-tse, but was coming further north that same 
night ; and I have already told you, Nadine, how, 
as they sat near me on a knoll, I heard them con- 
verse of great matters which are going forward, or 
soon will be, in China, and also how I heard Mr. 
England praise such things as painting and poetry 
rather than war. They stayed there till I went off 
duty, and then I saw them canter away over the 
snow and into the mist, till they disappeared far 
off like shadows down the further side of a hill. 

“ The next morning I was awakened while it was 
yet dark by my clogg-seller, who shook me by the 
shoulder, and at once I was aware that the day of 
the battle was really come, for I heard in the west 
beyond the far hills a booming of great guns, and 
in the face of every one in the camp was to be seen 
an air of business and ado. We ate that morning 
one of the emergency-rations of cooked rice which 
we carry in our aluminium mess-pans, then, as 
the sun rose, each one was given his place in the 
two-tier trench which we had made the night before, 
only a small scouting-group going out on the horses 
northward. 

“ My Socialist veteran, with whom I stood at 
about the middle of the front trench, told me that 
we should be immediately attacked, for that Captain 
Kansura had got information of this. I felt that 
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we should give a good account of ourselves to any 
body of troops that came within the zone of our 
fire, for our narrow, standing work was made 
in rather a Z-shape, so that we could not well be 
rolled up by a flank fire, our parapets had a waving 
top so as not to look like a work of man to the 
enemy’s eve, and we had covered the raw earth 
with snow shrubs and branches, so I thought that 
it would take a sharp pair of field-glasses to spy out 
our position ; and away out on the plain we had 
placed some biscuit-tins, one at five hundred yards, 
two at a thousand, to mark the range,, for the 
sunlight made them glitter. But the cold was 
bitter, and we waited, but no enemy came. The 
men were all making guesses about what would 
happen to the two armies around us, and how each 
was disposed ; my squad-commander, jumping 
into the trench near me, said with a smile, 
‘ Well, Yoshio, are you prepared to kill the bear ? ’ 
then, with his back against the trench, began to 
tell me about the armies, whereat five or six of the 
men gathered round to listen. 

“ I was amazed at the vastness of the plot which 
he unfolded, and said to him, ‘ But can all that 
have originated, or even be carried, in any one 
man’s mind ? ’ 

“ ‘ Yes,’ he answered with a smile, ‘ I believe 
that it has originated in one mind, one that you know 
very well, too, and I am sure that it is being carried 
in thousands of minds this morning. If each little 
pawn in the game, like our company here, only 
does what is entrusted to it in its isolation, beyond 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



YOSHIO’S MARCH 


97 

a doubt the scheme as a whole will come off with 
flying colours and the drums beating.’ 

“ ‘ But how long do you think that it will last ? ’ 

I asked. 

“ ‘ We hope to see it all over within two days,’ 
said he. 

“ ‘ Is that the main battle going on where we 
can hear those guns booming ? ’ I next asked, with 
my teeth chattering. 

“ ‘ Why, no,’ he said, smiling at me ; ‘ that is 
only a brigade of the 5th posted near Lei-ta-che, 
making one of the feint attacks of which I told 
you upon some unit of the enemy’s centre. Be- 
tween Lei-ta-che and Fuhai the enemy’s centre is 
occupying positions on a front some thirty miles 
long, while our army, if you try to imagine it 
largely, is a hollow square with a side of about fifty 
miles, with the mass of its guns and transport 
somewhere about the centre near Kwang-cheng- 
tse, and with its back upon Chan-chung. The idea 
of all this is as simple as it is sweet : the enemy 
await our attack, hoping to get all the advantage 
to be got out of defence, and we are going to attack 
along their centre, but it is really a feint attack, 
for we mean to retire in detail all along the line 
and make them follow us.’ 

“ * But what a butchery of our men during these 
retirements ! ’ I exclaimed. 

“ * Yes ; there will be some butchery,’ he 
answered carelessly ; * but our troops, as they re- 
tire, will fight rear-guard actions, no doubt, so the 
butchery will be local. Meantime, the real fighting 
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will be in the flanks, of which we here, acting as 
outpost to our battalion, form part of the right. 
It is expected that in the heat of victory the 
enemy’s centre will order its flanks to attack ours, 
thus giving our flanks the advantage of defence. 
If, having this advantage, our flanks manage to 
drive back theirs, we shall be able to make flanking 
movements round their main body in the centre, 
surround their centre, cut it off from its base, force 
it either to attack or to surrender, and so, perhaps 
win the day.’ 

“ ‘ But what a number of points it must have 
been needful to think of beforehand ! ’ I cried out, 
'and what a terrible lot of fighting must at this 
moment be going on ! ” 

“ ‘ Yes,’ he answered ; ‘ and in the carrying out 
of so mighty a scheme, there are sure to be many 
blunders, but it has come from the mind of one of 
the greatest of men, and I dare say the end will 
justify it.’ 

“ ‘ And where, then, is my honoured father at 
present ? ’ I asked. 

“ ‘ I hear that he is somewhere not far to the 
east of Lei-sha-tse, in our right flank with Baron 

K and part of the Guards’ Division,’ said he, 

adding with a smile, ‘ and therefore not very many 
miles from his son.’ 

“ ‘ And who,’ I next asked, ( commands the 
enemy’s left flank with whom our right will have 
to fight ? ’ 

“ ‘ Devriloff,’ he answered, * and Prisyrewski, the 
ex-Deputy Governor-General of Warsaw, each of 
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whom commands a division. Devriloff has under 
him the Guard Rifle Brigade, including the cele- 
brated Preobragensk Regiment, while Prisyrewski 
has two of the Grenadier Regiments with some line- 
infantry regiments ; both have also a force of 
regular and Cossack cavalry, including two batta- 
lions of Guard Cuirassiers ; so, you see, there 
should be some fighting in our right flank.’ 

“ ‘ Is our right flank as strong as their left ? ’ I 
asked. 

“ ‘ It is to be hoped so,’ he said, ‘ for at our right 
is really the critical point of the whole battle, in 
the opinion of most of us : namely, the Fanchu 
bridge. It is the bridge spanning the Fanchu 
ravine which extends east and west some five miles ; 
the enemy’s left are sure to hold this bridge in force, 
and, unless we take it, we shan’t be able to sur- 
round their centre as we intend, so there is bound 
to be a massacre just thereabouts.’ 

“ He had hardly said this, when I saw three 
riders dash round the foot of a hillock two thousand 
yards away, and a minute afterwards about twenty 
others, Cossacks in busbies, came chasing them, the 
three in front being part of our reconnoitring group. 
They hardly seemed to move at that distance, but 
from the stretching of their horses we could judge 
that it was a keen enough race ; there was an echo 
of carbine reports, but no one seemed to be hit, and 
we waited, all of us greatly excited, while they grew 
larger and nearer, till I seemed to hear the drum- 
ming of the hoofs in the snow, and now down our 
trench I heard the command “ Fire ! ” I did not 
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fire ; I was so uncertain and excited, it seemed to 
me so sure a thing that we should shoot our own 
three ; but a racket of musketry broke out round 
me, and the next thing I saw was that the enemy’s 
troop had turned tail, leaving three of their men 
and two horses in the snow. Our three- had not 
been touched by our fire, for the trajectory of our 
bullets had passed over their heads, but as they 
galloped in one of them fell off his horse. 

“ Nor was any time given us to go to care for 
this poor man. I believe, in fact, that that troop 
of Cossacks had only been sent out to ‘ feel ’ for 
our position, for immediately after the two scouts 
had come in with the news that the enemy were 
in force three miles off, guns began booming from 
somewhere, and I could make out infantry, with 
cavalry on its flanks on the northern horizon : a 
minute later shrapnel was bursting upon our hill- 
side. 

“ From that time I no longer felt cold ; I forgot 
that it was winter. 

“For an hour both shrapnel and common shell 
kept on falling around us, but without doing the 
least harm, except to the ground and to a finger 
of Kenchio, my sergeant, which a splinter cut. We 
stood snugly under cover, for we had a parapet, 
and though there were no loopholes in it, there 
were notches like battlements through which to 
look and point our muskets, and it is likely that 
the enemy’s gunners did not quite know our posi- 
tion, for some of their shells screamed a long way 
over our heads; but still, it made us feel rather 
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small and queer, this cannonade ; I suppose it was 
the sound more than anything, the large-minded 
wrath of their guns against us, vaunting itself 
through heaven. Kenchio laughed at his cut, but 
it was a rather jumpy sort of laughing, and I felt 
relieved when their infantry began to march upon 
us. 

“ We had chosen our ground pretty well, with a 
dear field for our fire, and very little to cover them, 
except small rocks embedded in snow, and though 
they had perhaps a thousand men for each hundred 
of ours, I shuddered for them, and for us, too, 
for it is an outrageous thing, Nadine, to shoot down 
men, whose teeth the dentist stops with so much 
care, every one of whom one would pity with a 
pang in one’s bosom, if one only knew him well, 
his home-life, his temptation, and all the tale of 
his undeserved sorrow and tragic plight in this 
world. However, one has to defend one’s own life, 
you see ; it was they who were wilfully attacking 
us, and when the word ‘ Fire ! ’ rang upon our ears, 
we shot at them, shot at them, with a growing spite, 
each for himself, fully ten rounds a minute, our gun 
booming and their four also, our musketry pouring 
masses of fire over the zone which they had to cross, 
and theirs rolling too. Ah, I think I can see them 
again now, lying down or running, with their dark- 
green knickerbockers and knee-boots, struggling 
towards us by extended groups in a loose sort of 
line to take our lives, but one by one throwing up 
their arms in despair and failure in the midway. 

“ They had left their cavalry with some infantry 
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in reserve beyond range, in order to gallop our 
position no doubt when the time should come, but 
it was no good ; we had orders to concentrate fire 
on their central units, and these, when they were 
well within six hundred yards of us, wavered and 
broke. Men are not machines, but bundles of 
nerves, and those who were still alive saw death so 
busy among them that they could no longer stand 
it, but each for himself, struck by a sudden eager- 
ness to get out of that heat into which he had 
rashly ventured and to save his skin, began to 
retire, whereupon all down the line, which must 
have been three miles long, the rot spread. Yes, 
they fled. I could have shouted for joy. On the 
lips of our men I saw a smile of malice such as only 
my countrymen can show. Kenchio, the sergeant, 
shouted through the musketry din, * the cranes ! ’ 
which is a very scornful word with us ; he little 
thought that I was to see him drop dead before me 
that day. And as they fled, our men massacred 
them, taking a cooler aim than before, and firing 
into the middle of groups ; and the moment they 
were beyond range, and their bearers were seen 
moving out from their advanced dressing-station 
which had a Red Cross flag on it, we formed up in 
column, ready for pursuit. Only two of us had 
been wounded in the trenches, and one killed ; nor 
had our gun even been touched behind its epaule- 
ment. 

“ Meantime, by the telegraph on the other hill- 
side, a message had been sent to our battalion four 
miles in our rear on the Kirin railway, telling it that 
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we were about to give chase ; a group of four had 
been sent on ahead to cut down a tree in the 
enemy’s road, so as to keep them back, and we 
others set out, not following the enemy’s rear, but 
marching first eastward, then northward parallel 
to the road which we knew that they must take, 
meaning to head them off at a mountain-pass near 
the village of Huarin, for Captain Kansura knew 
the country like a scroll, and as our small unit was 
very mobile, we covered the ground fast enough. 

“ By two p.m. we were ambushed in a wood on a 
steep hillside, covered with rocks and bush ; Kan- 
sura then sent two young soldiers to scout over the 
mountains on foot, and twenty minutes afterwards 
I saw them dropping down the opposite cliffs from 
point to point like monkeys, so that I wondered 
how they did not break their necks. They brought 
the news that the enemy were coming at quick 
march, and we had not to wait more than an hour 
when down the opening of the gorge southward we 
saw their advance sub-sections coming in double 
column, with flags embroidered with saints, and 
with their drummers, markers and sergeant-majors 
stepping out in front. They had not the least 
thought of our being there, and on the whole this 
is a hard war for the Russians., because none of the 
people of the country, except the Tonghaks, will 
give them any information. At any rate, only a 
few of them escaped us that day, for while they 
were squeezing themselves through the gorge, we 
opened fire, and after the first dozen rounds their 
white flag went up, but not before one of their 
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random shots had laid poor Kenchio low. We had 
killed 157 of them that morning; we now took 
their four guns, their baggage and arms, and by 
five o’clock had them marching back to Kintao 
under a guard of our battalion which had come up 
after the surrender. That, then, was a good day’s 
work for a company of 200 men. 

“ The faces of those prisoners an hour or so after 
their surrender actually wore a look of relief and 
quietness, like men taking their ease at night after 
a day of storm and stress. As for me, I felt sleepy 
all that afternoon : my musket was a burden to 
me, and I shivered with cold. I suppose it was the 
strain of my mind for hours during the action that 
made me feel like this when it was all over, though 
I had not been conscious of any strain while it 
lasted : but such is war. 
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YOSHIO’S DEFEAT 

“ /^\UR battalion marched five miles in a north- 
V_y westerly direction after that surrender, a 
march in which I never ceased to hear the booming 
of guns — in all directions, as it seemed to me, 
though far away, so that the very air seemed 
morose, though it was a fine night, with the moon 
in the sky ; and there came into my head a clear 
vision of Time that night and of the fleetingness 
of all living things, for this sound of great guns all 
in the air set me thinking of those great beasts of 
past ages, big as houses some of them were, which 
made their roarings heard in their day, but are 
dead and gone now ; and now it is man’s turn to 
roar and boom in his own way, till he, too, passes 
away to give place to yet othet shapes, who will 
make their own sorts of noises under the moon, 
and will vanish like ghosts in their turn ; but the 
moon and the earth will remain, without any in- 
habitants, and will smile at them all alike. 

“ Toward the end of our moonlight march we 
came upon three burned villages, one after the 
other, and from most of the others in that part 
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the villagers had fled. I was sent out in a foraging- 
group to one of these villages in a gorge on our left 
to look for an ox or two, and one of us had the 
money in his pocket to pay for what he might find, 
but not a soul nor mi animal could we see. Half an 
hour afterwards, also on our left, we passed a field 
in which were two wagons and a tent with the Red 
Cross, and people with lanterns crawling in the 
moonlight over the trampled snow in search of the 
wounded, and forlorn enough they looked there ; 
and a little before we bivouacked we came upon 
four mountain-gun carriages, with their guns and 
artillery-store waggons all overturned and shat- 
tered, the horses dead, and a gunner sitting 
against one of the carriage-wheels with his head 
bent down to his knees, he, too, dead, and you 
could not think how lonely he looked sitting there 
in the middle of the moonlight country, with his 
dragoon-sword and revolvers at his belt, and his 
brow on his knees ; there were parts of the country 
just there where this gunner sat that were quite 
sown with shell-splinters, and looked as if they 
had been ravaged. 

“ Meantime, the talk among us was all about 
how the day may have gone for the two great 
armies, and the word ‘ Fanchu Bridge,’ ‘ Fanchu 
Bridge * was in everyone’s mouth, for it had got 
to be known that this bridge was the critical point 
for the right flank of our army, and, in fact, in a 
certain way, for the whole army. I heard the next 
morning that some Japanese irregulars and Chun- 
chuses had ridden into our camp with news and 
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despatches during the night, and thenceforward 
everyone seemed to understand that the day had 
not gone badly for our side. 

“ During that night also, a unit of our men left 
us to march ten miles northward where a regiment 
of the enemy was posted, and I was told that this 
tiny body of ours thrice roused the enemy’s camp, 
making them all start to arms by firing shots 
among them at such a rate that they fancied 
themselves surprised by a large force. This was 
to break their rest and demoralise them for the 
next day’s work, and no doubt it succeeded, for 
there are few tricks of this kind which our little 
men are not up to. 

“ I only heard this bit of camp-news the next 
morning, not that I had slept much, for though I 
was very tired, a pretty steady movement west- 
ward was going on over the road near us, making a 
great row, a movement of baggage, troops, artillery 
and wounded — toward Lei-sha-tse, I suppose ; and 
though I was no longer very much afraid of any- 
thing, I heard these sounds of war even in my 
sleep, and I had nightmares every time I slept, 
seeing again the faces of the wounded, those white 
faces and the glaring stains on their bandages, 
their maimed humanity, their sighs, and the look 
of death in their eyes ; for I had been helping td 
lift some of them that afternoon, and this must 
have infected my sleep with such like shapes of woe. 

“ Well, by the next evening I was a seasoned 
soldier, Nadine, for that day we fought two actions ; 
one at noon, when we attacked, losing a fourth of 
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our men, and having to retire under fire till the 
three other battalions of our regiment came up, 
whereupon we rushed the enemy’s position at the 
point of the bayonet. At one moment bullets were 
falling thickly about me, and I seemed to have a 
charmed life, so that I no longer thought that I 
could be shot, and wondered at myself ; and near 
sunset again, on our march to the Fanchu Bridge, 
the whole brigade being then together, we had 
another action, for hearing that the enemy were 
awaiting us in entrenchments three miles ahead, 
our brigadier decided to make a detour, telling the 
two Manchu fellows who had brought us the in- 
formation of the enemy’s gun-emplacements to ride 
back and let them know which way we were going. 
The enemy fell into the trap, for hastening across 
country to take us in flank on our new road, they 
found us under cover and facing them ; they had 
then to attack, and it was not long before we had 
them driven back, and were on the march again. 

“ But as this is the Tuesday on which the draft 
of wounded from this ward are to start for Russia, 
I cannot write much more ; they leave at three- 
thirty, and, tnon anti, Tombarel, has faithfully pro- 
mised that you shall have what I entrust to him. 
But I must tell you before I finish how it was my 
lot to witness some of the carnage about that awful 
Fanchu Bridge before I was myself done for. This 
carnage had been going on, I heard, since five in 
the afternoon, and it lasted to eleven in the night, 
regiment after regiment of our men getting cut to 
pieces all the time, counter-attacks by the enemy, 
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long-range pompoms and heavy field-guns on both 
sides vomiting tons of metal six miles into the air, 
mixed with cracking Maxims and musketry. I felt 
awed when I was still three miles from the out- 
skirts of this great business, for I seemed to be 
entering upon the region of an outburst of nature ; 
the earth could be felt to quake, and while still far 
away we saw the redness of it in the air of the 
night. 

“ The bridge is at the back of a chain of hills 
which run along a plateau ; over this plateau 
passes the road from Tsinchan to Fuhai, which 
then goes on through a sort of rock-tunnel in the 
hills, and comes out at the bridge. The bridge, a 
light iron one, could not be destroyed by any high- 
angle fire of ours, for it was too dose under the 
hills, which are steep on that further side, and the 
hills themselves were hdd by the enemy, who were 
ever anew reinforced from Fuhai. 

“ When our brigade came up with the fighting 
line about 8.30 p.m., none of us were fit for any 
more action that day ; a breeze blew a bitter little 
hail over the wintry plateau, though it could not 
blow away that smell of powder with which all the 
air was thick. As for me, I ached throughout my 
body ; I could no longer feel my feet in their broken 
boots, and I was ready to drop dead and give up 
everything. ‘ Ah, Yoshio, my man,’ said my clog- 
seller wearily to me, as we stood two hundred yards 
behind a wood into which shrapnel was bursting, 
‘ it is a bad case with us this time.’ I did not 
answer him, for my spirit was dead in me ; the 
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wood was on fire in one part, and the icicles about 
there were crashing down in detail, but the rest of 
it stood all stiff and dry still, and we felt none of 
the warmth, though the light of the flames was 
showing up our line of rifles stretched out all across 
a shallow valley from one hillock-top on the right to 
another on the left ; and I thought to myself that 
this plateau was a new sort of hell in which fire, 
ice and din, all the three together, were placed in 
order to wring men’s nerves. 

“ But it seemed that all this was nothing to my 

honoured father and to Generals O and K , 

the first and last of whom were at a windmill 
under which our brigade had passed on its way to 

the plateau, while O , our own general, was on 

the field ; they were pouring out men’s lives like 
water upon these terrible hills, for the sake of that 
one little bridge. Nor did the coming of night much 
lessen the slaughter, since the moon was bright at 
most moments, and since the plateau offered little 
cover for great masses of troops. 

“ The thought came into my head how good that 
would be if I were an orderly, and were sent with 
one of the messages that were passing to and from 
that windmill some miles behind us, then I should 
see my honoured father, whom I longed to see once 
more before I died, and on my knees I should pray 
him to beg the two generals to spare their poor 
troops till the next morning ; but this was not to 
be, and there we all waited, shivering to our souls, 
while every few minutes a long gun which lay 
between our rear and the town of baggage-wagons 
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behind us sent a shell howling like a devil in flight 
over my head. 

“ Foredone as I was, I was glad when the order 
came to move, and it must have been on a front 
of at least four or five miles that the brigade moved ; 
we had to support the centre of the firing-line 
which, for the fifth or sixth time that night, was 
giving way ; our company started toward the wood, 
and what we had to do, Kansura said, was to fire, 
no matter whither, to lie down and pour, each man 
for himself, his hundred and twenty cartridges over 
the hills, as soon as we came within range. 

“ But the wood almost choked us : it was smoky 
and dark in there, and some fifteen of us lost touch 
with the rest, so that when we came out we saw the 
backs of our company a good distance on in front 
just disappearing down a hill-side. ‘ Come on ! ’ 
we fifteen cried to one another, and we started 
running, but for some reason those in front had 
started running, too, for when we next sighted 
them they were as far off as before ; we must 
have hurried on in this way with short stoppages 
fully two miles, when we saw those before us enter- 
ing a village-street, whose burned walls stood out 
as black as ink against the snow and sky ; this 
village was in a shallow valley with some wood on 
the slopes, and down we ran to rejoin them. 

“ Before this, some rifle-bullets from the enemy’s 
position had begun to dash into the snow around 
us, and I thought that, being now within range, 
our company was going to use what was left of 
the village as cover, and thence pour its fire upon 
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those spouting hills, over which swept our search- 
lights. But when my group of fifteen and I were 
half-way down the slope to the village, I suddenly 
saw several groups of our soldiers rushing wildly 
back out of the village-street, and the next moment 
I heard as it were a flood of galloping hoofs, a rush- 
ing noise rising in power, made by cavalry of the 
enemy, but drowned in a few seconds in a crash of 
our musketry. Some of the group with me paused 
to run back ; ‘.on ! on ! ’ I shouted to them, for I 
must have gone wild and desperate, and the blood 
of my father and of my mother surged up in my 
veins. I guessed that a counter-attack of cavalry 
from the hills must have been made upon the centre 
of our firing-line at the moment of its wavering, 
and that, having driven back part of it so far south 
as this village, the enemy’s cavalry were now 
sabring our company in the village-street ; and I 
ran down calling upon Hachiman, the god of war, 
to the affray, leading my group of fifteen with their 
bayonets fixed, whereat some of the fugitives 
running up the slope from the village turned back 
to join in the fight. 

“ But I had not yet reached the village when I was 
aware of a new sound of galloping hoofs, and 
glancing up the slope to my right, I saw a full 
squadron of our own cavalry rushing down like a 
sharp shower with drawn sabres upon the flank of 
the village. At the same time I saw a shell arrive 
and burst among their front ranks, throwing light 
upon the faces round the hole made by the shrapnel 
in their midst ; but these grim little men were at 
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once galloping in a body again, keen to spring upon 
their enemies, and thenceforward I can remember 
little that happened : for the two bodies of cavalry 
were all mixed with infantry in a scrimmage in the 
three or four streets of the village. I myself was 
mad with rage, I suppose ; we stuck our steels into 
one another’s flesh in silence ; the dead were all 
underfoot, and our boots slipped on them in a slush 
of blood and snow. I seemed to be struggling in 
darkness, the moon seemed to have gone out, or 
else I seemed to have gone blind ; I got a cut from 
a sabre across my brow, but did not know it ; I was 
buried under a horse and a heap of men, but I 
struggled out, gasping, in order to fight again, in 
order to look round me and see whom I could wound. 
I had no longer a bayonet, but a sword in my hand, 
and I did not know how this sword had got there ; 
when a rider leaned down over his horse and glared 
at me I gnashed at him and pierced him ; mean- 
time, only a little clashing of steel here or there 
was to be heard throughout the ruins of the village, 
the rest was done without any sound. It was hor- 
rible. 

“ The enemy must have been in greater force than 
we, perhaps were reinforced ; anyhow, I am certain 
that at the last our men fled in all directions. I 
found myself stumbling up an alley of the village 
over dead bodies, flying from a fierce-eyed man 
with a moustache, who chased me, and I can see 
him again now in his crimson trousers and green 
forage-cap, for he remains as grisly as a spectre in 
my fantasy, and I have often since dreamed of this 
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man running all soaked in blood after me to take 
my life, like a wild beast. He was a hussar, one of 
those, I think, that they call Grodno hussars, quite 
a giant, some forty years old ; I could hear his 
laboured breathing behind me, and I ran aside 
from the alley to a hut for cover ; the hut stood 
rather alone, was not burned out like most of the 
rest, though scorched, and before it lay the body 
of a peasant-woman with two goats standing by 
her ; if I had had my musket then, I could easily 
have shot my hussar from behind cover, but I had 
only a sword, and he, strange to say, a bayonet, 
which he held awkwardly poked out before him. 
He ran me round the hut, and we kept running 
round, I dodging him this way and that for quite a 
minute or two ; at this game he never would have 
caught me at any other time ; I even thought of 
killing him at a rush with my sword, but I knew 
that I could not do this then, nor even dodge him 
long, for I felt myself fainting. At last I leapt up 
and caught the sill of a little window in order to 
climb and hide within, for the hut-door was still 
whole and was closed, but he was just in time to 
seize my leg, making me as cold with horror at his 
catching me as if he had been a ghost. I mur- 
mured something at him in Japanese, with my face 
twisted round to him in an intense fright ; I think 
I murmured : ‘ Why, man, are you mad to-night ? ’ 
I also kicked a little the leg which he had seized, 
and this may have maddened him, for he grasped 
at me, tore me down, cast me upon the snow, 
fleshed his bayonet in me, and I remember seeing 
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him running away from me like a shape in a dream. 

“ After this I lost my senses for I do not know 
how long ; there were forms moving near me at 
one time, and I tried to call, or did call, to them. 
Whether it was they who picked me up I am not 
sure, but I know that at eleven or twelve that same 
night I was in a Russian field-hospital wagon on 
a spring bed, crawling along the downhill road 
which rims from the Fanchu bridge northward to 
Fuhai ; yes, there I lay in the dark, alive, a very 
astonishing thing to me. I felt stiff all through, 
as if my soul as well as my body was frozen hard, 
and was aching at it. I was conscious of a bandage 
tied aslant round my head, so that my left eye 
was covered by it, also of a sickly hospital-smell 
of wounds and carbolic acid in the air about me, 
and of the wagon’s movement, and of groans and 
sighs within it, and of the uproar still of that end- 
less war round the bridge ; and, as I lay, many 
pleasant pictures of my boyhood, above all, the 
midnight scene of our marriage, dear, passed in a 
strange light before my sight : for these things did 
not seem to have happened in the same world of 
ice in which I now lay, but to have happened to 
some other person than myself in a world farther 
than the moon. 

“ And presently, as I thus lay musing, I was aware 
of a shouting a long way off behind the wagon, 
the shouting of a very great host of men, who, it 
seemed to me, were shouting ‘ Banzai / ’ for only a 
shout of joy could have burst out so suddenly, 
lasted so long, and rung so heaven-high ; and I 
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somehow understood that it was a shout made by 
my own people. Nor was I long in any doubt 
about that, for fifteen minutes later a squadron of 
Russian cavalry came galloping from the direction 
of the Fanchu bridge, and after them came squadron 
on squadron ; my wagon and three others full of 
wounded men drew out of their way into a road- 
side field, and there stood still, while I, by an open- 
ing between two flaps, could see through my right 
eye the moon floating in the middle of the sky, 
and whatever was passing on the road. 

“ The field-hospital men, standing by the four 
wagons, shouted out questions as the troops gal- 
loped past us, but no answer was given them, for 
the stare in the eyes of those riders was that of 
men in flight ; and on they came, reaching out 
towards Fuhai, a boundless caravan of cavalry, 
horse-artillery, transport, pressing upon one 
another’s heels, and casting glances behind them ; 
then came infantry in a scattered march over the 
road and over the fields, lashing their baggage- 
horses, body after body of them, in urgent haste to 
be on, while from the battle-field behind them one 
could still hear a booming of guns which seemed 
reluctant to let their wrath die out, even when all 
was over. 

“ Leaning against the outside of my wagon were 
three wounded wretches who had been following it, 
for there was no more room inside for them ; two 
of them had arms in slings, the third had his jaws 
in a bandage, and I understood that they would 
never reach the next village, but would fail on 
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the road, they looked so frail and woebegone in the 
face of all that world of winter which was against 
them. Something made me try to lift my head to 
ask them what had happened, though this was very 
foolish, for they would not have understood my 
language, and were too weak to answer me ; but I 
could not lift my head, and I smiled to myself and 
lay quiet, watching again the teeming procession 
pouring itself across the country, with now a group 
of staff-officers cantering neck and neck in a glum 
silence, and now a staring team of runaways that 
had been too much lashed, throwing a whole half- 
mile of the retreat into uproar and disarray. 

“ What a medley of scenes and sorts of people 
were in that retreat I What an impression of mass 
it gave, like a nation migrating with all its be- 
longings ! I saw Turkoman troops in their red 
gowns, horse-grenadiers with epaulettes and lace, 
sapper battalions, Terek cavalry, and even a troop 
of Kalmucks, all making a mixture of the rainbow- 
hues in which the Russian army is dressed ; I 
knew each class of troop by its uniform, for I had 
been made to study all this years before by my 
honoured father ; and on they all poured lumber- 
ingly, with some wounded faces among them, and 
prancing chargers, and sudden alarms and shoutings 
from the rear ; I saw heads bandaged with coloured 
handkerchiefs which peeped out under their caps, 
while some heads were bare to the drizzle of small 
snow-bullets which the wind blew aslant ; one 
Caucasian rifle-infantryman passed close to my 
wagon with a bloody left foot without any boot 
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on it, though the upper part of the long boot was 
still round the leg, and 1 knew that long before he 
reached Fuhai that foot would be eaten by frost. 
Then at last I saw a face which I knew, even though 
I had never before seen it, but I had often seen its 
photograph, and he to whom it belonged had been 
well described to me from my boyhood by some 
one, dear ; he came leisurely on horseback with 
another man, a general, by Ids side, both of them 
in the midst of a troop of Guard-cuirassiers ; and, 
as he passed by me, I heard him chuckle a little — 
bitterly, I thought. It was your father, Nadine. 

“ On he passed with the rest, and then came more 
infantry, another mass, a great mob of stragglers 
spreading over the country-side, and then sud- 
denly into my sight there dashed a squadron of 
our little men, smiling, but without any look of 
triumph on their hard faces ; they took no notice 
of the Russian stragglers in the fields, but cantered 
on past them, and past me ; then came more, 
several squadrons of them, one after another, 
( with their calm canter ; and between two squad- 

J rons of them came a small troop cantering, in the 
middle of which I saw, Nadine, my honoured father. 
Yes, there he rode between the two generals, with a 
terrible smile, whose meaning I knew, on his lips 
v" — a smile was on all their lips ; my father was 
dressed in a rough tweed of European cut, without 
any cloak or coat that glacial night, and the little 
hail which the wind swept beat upon his face. 

“ When he came quite near, not fifteen feet from 
me, I found strength, I lifted my head : ‘ Father ! ’ 
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I called out, but my voice was as thin as that of a 
very old man who is dying, and he did not hear me, 
he was far from hearing me, he did not know that 
his son lay frozen and wounded in the dark of that 
wagon which he was passing. I saw him lift a 
night-glass to his eyes and search the distance in 
front, looking for I do not know what or whom. . . . 

“ Nadine, I must stop now. 

“ I was taken to Mukden, where I first heard of 
the retreat of the Russian centre, which happened 
nine hours after our side took the Fanchu bridge 
in their left flank. 

“ At Mukden your father visited the hospital ; \ 
he saw me ; he stood over my bed. Ah, if he had j 
but guessed who I was, I should not perhaps be ■ 
writing to his daughter now. But he could not see 
in a common soldier-of-the-line the son of Baron 
M — 

“ Three days later I was removed from Mukden ; 
all the hospitals of the land were crowded, the 
more slightly wounded had to make room for the 
more gravely, so on the 8th of the month I was 
taken with seventeen others to the railway, and 
placed in a train crowded with troops ; then came 
for us the treeless waste of Northern Manchuria, 
and the mountains on the Siberian frontier. I 
thought that we were being taken to Khabarovsk, 
whither many of the wounded are taken by river- 
ambulance steamers ; but Khabarovsk, too, was full. 
We had to cross the ice of Lake Baikal. Ah, that was 
a journey for wounded men to take ! You would 
weep bitterly if I had time to tell you even a little 
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of it ; nine of our seventeen perished on the way, 
and at the end the rest of us were crazy. . . . 

“ I must stop instantly : Tombarel, who is dressed, 
warns me. 

“ Nadine, I remind you of our marriage. All 
the fathers, all the wars, in the world are weaker 
than that. You have allowed me to be your hus- 
band. Nothing can alter this for ever. 

“ Good-bye ! Oh, Nadine, let us meet. . . 
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NADINE DECIDES 

Y OSHIO’S letter to Nadine was duly put into 
the young girl’s hands on the night of March 
29 by the Russo-Frenchman, Tombarel, who got 
for his pains a handsome present. The motherless 
child was no longer in her father’s palace in the 
Great Morskaia, but was living under the care of 
the Duchesse Okhta (a grey-haired lady, a relative 
of Prince Devriloff), in a palace on the Gagarinsk 
Embankment, almost overlooking the Field of Mars 
and the Summer Garden. 

In the Okhta Palace Nadine had with her her 
maid Anna Pochowski and the Amurski Cossack, 
Shtcherbakoff, her old man-nurse and playmate, 
the same whom Prince Devriloff had set on to do 

Baron M to death during the Japanese visit, 

and who had witnessed the young girl’s marriage. 

Beside the devoted Shtcherbakoff and Anna, no 
one, even now, had the faintest suspicion of that 
headlong marriage at midnight, except the white 
“ pope ” whom Nadine had bribed, and the priest 
who had performed the rite : and these last, for 
in 
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the love of their skins, kept a still tongue in then- 
heads. 

And so it was that when, four days after her receipt 
of Yoshio’s letter, the young girl disappeared, no 
one knowing of anything to account for it, this 
affair caused a feeling of pity and wonder in the city, 
even in the midst of the national upheaval. It was 
believed that the daughter of Devriloff, with her 
maid, Anna Pochowski, and her old nurse, 
Shtcherbakoff, had been drowned, or in some way 
killed ; and so strong was this belief, so certain 
were the police that the missing three had not gone 
out of the city, that the police of other cities were 
not even set to unravel the affair. 

Meantime, this young girl, who was only just 
sixteen years of age, who had been brought up in 
luxury, who had a love for jewels and gaudy cos- 
tumes to suit the swarthy hue of her face — this 
young girl was braving the rigours of the Siberian 
winter, going to Irkutsk, where she believed that 
her young husband was. 

The terrible news of her disappearance was, of 
course, at once wired to Prince Devriloff, who was 
somewhere on the eastern borders of Lake Baikal.; 
but it was some seven or eight days before the almost 
maddened father could dare to leave the seat of 
war. After this delay he set out westward to seek 
his daughter. 

Meanwhile, on her journey, the young girl wrote 
a sort of narrative or letter, perhaps finding a plea- 
sure as Yoshio had done, in as it were speaking to 
Yoshio in that way before their meeting ; so that 
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what happened to her may be given in her own 
words. 

“ My little one ! ” (won petit) she writes, “ I 
received the History at ten o’clock in the night of 
the 16th of March ” (she means the 29th in our 
“ New ” style, not used in Russia). 

“ I was at a soiree in a salon of the Okhta Palace, 
when 1 was told that Anna Pochowski wished to 
speak with me. On going to her in an ante-room, 
I found her very pale : a soldier, she said, who had 
been wounded in the war, had asked for her by name 
below, and, on seeing her, had whispered her that 
he had a packet for me from a Japanese youth 
named— Yoshio / That very name was in my 
heart. 

“ I bid Anna Pochowski to find means to intro- 
duce the soldier into my private salon by an escalier 
de service. I then returned to the soiree where I 
had been playing bezique ; I finished the game, 
and I do not think that anyone saw in my face 
what was in my heart. 

“ I then whispered to the Duchesse Okhta, my 
guardian, that I was indisposed for any more 
society that night ; she wished to leave the salon 
with me, but I put her off, and was soon running 
towards what awaited me in my apartments. 

“ I found the soldier, Tombarel, with Anna 
Pochowski there, and, after giving him some wine, 
made him sit by me and tell his story. I kissed his 
pale, hard cheeks, got from him an oath of secrecy, 
and sent him away. 

‘*-Still I did not open the packet. When Anna 
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Pochowski returned to me, I caused myself to be 
undressed and put into a robe de chambre ; only 
then, having dismissed her and locked my boudoir 
door, I sat to read the packet. 

“ Oh, but how I was able to read in it the sincere 
soul of my Yoshio, his meekness and desinvoltura / 
I cannot describe to you how well I know you ! It 
is the soul of a boy of whom I have always been 
conscious, of whom I have always dreamt, who has 
been my playmate in meadows bathed in a light 
which was not that of our sun or moon. And how 
I laughed! you were so frightened at first! and 
what a warrior you became — ‘ mad with rage ! ’ 
And then the hussar with the moustache, and the 
wound. ... It makes me shudder. 

“ When I had read it all through twice, when it 
was nearly morning, the will to go to you had 
grown up in me without my knowledge, and had 
become a settled thing in my mind ; having finished 
the reading, I found that I willed. 

“ I felt, from what the soldier Tombarel had said, 
that you were more seriously ill than you wished 
me to believe, and that my duty was to go to my 
husband. I should have gone to you long before 
you were wounded, if I had known whither to go ! 
I received your letters from Konigsberg and Mar- 
seilles, but, knowing that you would leave those 
places soon after writing, I did not dare to risk a 
flight from home without knowing where I should 
join you. Irkutsk is the first settled address which 
I have had of you since the terrible night of your 
marriage. 
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“ Ah, Yoshio, what a man of iron your honoured 
father must be ! I, however, am not in duty bound 
to be afraid of that gentleman (ce monsieur -Id), 
and am even prepared, if necessary, to argue a 
point with him. 

“ By break of day, I say, I was resolved to go to 
you. But how ? Civilian passengers are no longer 
carried on the railway ; there was the question of 
passports, the risks of being found out and stopped, 
and a hundred difficulties. I saw this much at once ; 
but in mazes of this sort I think that a Russian girl 
with a will will always find a way out, for it is said 
that if Eve had been a Russian girl, she would have 
deceived the serpent instead of being deceived by 
him. Moreover, in Russia everything that one 
wishes for may be bought, if one has the money, 
and I had not only my jewels, but a sum of 7,000 
roubles in my strong-box. I went to bed to think 
of it, and presently fell asleep in the full light of 
morning. 

“ After a short sleep I woke to find Anna Pochow- 
ski with me. I said to her, ‘ Hasten and bring Ivan 
Shtcherbakoff to my bedside.’ 

“ When he came Anna Pochowski was about to 
retire, but I said to her, ‘ You stay, too.’ 

“ I then told them that I had formed the plan 
of running away to my wounded husband at 
Irkutsk. 

“ Upon this Ivan Shtcherbakoff fell to his knees 
stretching out his hands to me, and Anna Pochowski 
began to weep silently. 

“ ‘ It could not be done, it could not be done,’ said 
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Ivan Shtcherbakoff with tears streaming over his 
cheeks. 

“ ‘ Ivan Shtcherbakoff,’ I said, ‘ it can, and it 
shall, be done.* 

“ ‘ Well, well, it was ever a hard-necked race,’ 
he said, ‘ and evil has always tracked them. But 
not this one, oh, great and good God, save this 
one.’ 

“ When Anna Pochowski heard him say this, she 
turned white and fainted away on the divan, and 
for some minutes my own heart, too, almost failed 
me, for, in truth, the children of my race have not 
led happy lives, Yoshio, nor died happy deaths, like 
other men and women, so that your too honoured 
father might well soften a little his ill-will (whatever 
is the cause of it) against mine, who is unfortunate 
enough already. Did you know that I once had a 
sweet little brother ? He was burned to death at 
the age of five, dear ; and so it has been with most 
of us — violent, untimely deaths, disasters, separa- 
tion ; in every land our blood has been poured out. 
Everybody in Russia knows this, and speaks of it. 
My father’s younger brother, Sergius, fell off his 
horse and broke his neck on the Kirghiz steppes at 
the age of thirty ; my aunt Catharine was killed in 
a collision near Paris when I was nine, and I re- 
member it well, it made me so ill, though I had dis- 
liked her ; my grandfather Alexis was stabbed by 
a Nihilist in Odessa ; my cousin Nicholas, who 
was to have married me, was killed in a duel at 
Vladivostock. When one of us dies on his bed 
people say, ‘ He was not a Devriloff ’ — I could not 
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tell you ; but that is what Ivan Shtcherbakoff 
meant, and why Anna Pochowski fainted. 

“ ‘ But how could such a thing be done ? ’ asked 
the old Cossack when Anna Pochowski had been 
brought to. 

“ * Do you not know,* I answered, * that nurses 
are being sent out by hundreds to the war since the 
last great battle ? ' 

“ ‘ But you ! you would be known. ... It could 
not be done, it could not be done.’ 

“ ‘ It can,’ I said. 

“ ' But would she go alone ? Would she leave 
my old soul in misery ? ’ asked Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff. • 

“ ‘ Anna Pochowski will come with me, and you 
also, Ivan Shtcherbakoff,’ I said. 

“ * How could I ? I could not ! The military 
only are now carried ’ 

“ 4 Are you not still in the Reserve category ? * 

“ 4 What, an old man like me ? The Reserve 
category ! This only shows her innocence ! ’ he 
cried out. 

44 4 Still, it can be done, Ivan Shtcherbakoff,’ I 
said, 4 if you but wish it. Are you not still liable 
to be called upon for the levle en masse of your 
voisko? You can therefore volunteer, and volun- 
teers are being caught at for the new levee.' 

44 4 Oh, she’s the devil,’ said he, shaking his head 
with sorrowful eyes at me. 

44 4 That is settled then,’ said I. 

44 4 What ! ’ he cried ; 4 settled ! Prince Dev- 

riloff would shoot me like a dog, and have my poor 
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old body thrown to the other dogs, if such a thing 
came to pass ! ’ 

“ ‘ And do you dread Prince Devriloff more, or 
do you love Nadine Devriloff more, which of the 
two, Ivan Shtcherbakoff ? ’ I next said. ‘ I should 
like to know this, so just let me know it at once, 
that I may be sure for the future.’ 

“ ‘ Oh, she’s the darling of all the blessed saints 
and angels ! ’ cried out the old Cossack, coming to 
me, and wetting my cheeks with his tears. 

“ ‘ Anna Pochowski,’ I next said, ‘ weep no more, 
for it is to Japan that we are going, a land that is 
just like heaven compared with Russia or with any 
other land ; my husband will take you thither 
with me when we reach Irkutsk, and in the end you 
will marry a high personage among the Japanese.’ 

“ ‘ You see, she is only a child, with her dreams,’ 
said Anna Pochowski to Ivan Shtcherbakoff, ‘ and 
it is you and I, Ivan Shtcherbakoff, that will have 
to pay the piper, if this happens, for it will be a 
life’s imprisonment in gaol for us. But what can 
we do ? for it is useless trying to go against any of 
this family when their minds are made up, and it is 
like father like daughter.’ 

“ I now put an end to the discussion, sending 
away Ivan Shtcherbakoff with the warning that 
what he had to do must be done at once. I then 
laid the plan which I had formed before Anna 
Pochowski ; and two hours afterwards the thing 
was being done. 

“ At the Anitchkoff Palace there now meets daily 
a committee of great ladies, presided over by the 
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Tsarina, who receives the offers of other ladies to go 
out to the war as nurses. Now, Anna Pochowski 
has a sister whose name is Marie Paldoff, a married 
woman living on one of the islands ; she had been 
a nurse before her marriage, and my plan was to 
make Anna Pochowski and Marie Paldoff volunteer 
as nurses in the character of ladies of fortune. 
After they had been accepted, I could take Marie 
Paldoff’s credentials and passport, and go out in 
her place, with Anna Pochowski and Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff as my protectors. 

“ By half-past eleven o’clock, accordingly, Anna 
Pochowski having gone to fetch her sister, I had 
both the sisters in my bedroom, and was dressing 
them richly in my jewels and furs ; the rest of my 
jewels I gave to them to pawn for me, since I had 
no more ready money than some 7,000 roubles ; I 
taught them how to bear themselves and what 
pretensions to make before the committee ; and 
they then set off by a back stair in a very fluttered 
state for the Anitchkoff Palace. 

“ It happens that war-nurses who will bear their 
own costs are now being freely welcomed — scores 
depart from St. Petersburg every week — so that I 
ate dejeuner that day with Madame in a fairly quiet 
mind as to that part of my scheme. Madame 
chided me for having dark circles under the eyes, 
but when she spoke of calling the doctor to see me, 
I laughed so heartily that she had to laugh too, for 
I was full of glee and had wings half-spread for^my 
flight over the continents and the oceans. 

“ When Madame wished me to go sledging with 
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her to pay the calls of the afternoon, I pleaded 
against this, and escaped to my apartments. I 
there waited for the sisters, and I cannot tell you 
of my impatience. They were long, and I began to 
fancy all sorts of mishaps, even as I knelt before 
the Holy Mother, beseeching her good graces to 
me, a virgin-wife ; but the moment I saw the smiling 
faces of the sisters peeping into my boudoir at 1.30 
p.m. I knew that all had gone well. 

“They were highly pleased and fluttered, these 
two ; Anna Pochowski had forgotten for the time 
being all her fears, for what girl can help being 
carried away by the entrain of a secret, a plot, and 
a sudden long voyage all in one ? For a time I 
could catch only a chance word of what was being 
said, for both were breathless and spoke at the same 
time. 

“ ‘ We have been face to face with the Tsarina ! ’ 
cried Anna Pochowski, kissing my cheeks, for in 
Russia, you know, everyone kisses everyone. 

‘“As we were going down the Prospekt to the 
Anitchkoff Palace,’ said Marie Paldoff, ‘ she dashed 
in her sleigh from the Dvartsovie Plastchad, passed 
by us, and was quietly seated in the committee- 
room at the palace with a crowd of ladies when we 
arrived.’ 

“ * And she gave us these with her own hands ! ’ 
cried Anna Pochowski, showing me two ikons of 
St. Nicholas and two red-cross ribbons ; ‘ and I 
think,’ she added, ‘ that tears were in her blessed 
eyes.* 

“ ‘ I gave my true name and address, as you bid 
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me,’ said Marie Paldofi, ‘ and in the morning our 
passports, certificates, and a paper which they call 
a correspondance will arrive at my house without 
any trouble, as though we were grand-duchesses ! ’ 

“ ‘ I gave my name as Anna Paldofi,’ said Anna 
Pochowski, ‘ and made myself out to be the sister- 
in-law of my sister — that was laughable! The 
Duchesse Pavlovna — she was in heliotrope silk with 
an ermine toque — the Princess Prisyrewski — every- 
one was there ! The Duchesse Pavlovna said to 
my sister : “ Have you no children ? * No, 
madame,” replied my sister. “ Are you not mar- 
ried ? ” said she to me. “ Not yet, madame,” I re- 
plied. She smiled, and said : “ It is noble of you 
to wish to devote yourselves to your country.” And 
when it was all over and we came out again into the 
sunlight, I seemed to have had a dream. The com- 
missary of police himself, in his long grey coat, led 
us out, after verifying the address of my sister from 
a great book in the ante-room, and we stepped into 
our sledge with the disdain of ladies of the Court.’ 

“ In this way they went on chattering a long 
while, describing to me and reminding each other 
of every detail of their morning’s excitement, and 
I let them talk, hearing and not hearing them, for 
now that my plan had come off well, I was rather 
burdened in mind, for I had a pang when I thought 
of my father, Yoshio, and when I thought of the 
boldness of that which I was about to do, and of the 
terrible fates that have followed the steps of the 
children of my house. But this Anna Pochowski is 
a flighty bring at bottom, given to fits and ecstasies, 
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and from the moment when her mind became accus- 
tomed to the idea of the flight she has never had 
one arritre-pensie, but has been eager for the esca- 
pade. As for me, I spent nearly all the rest of that 
day on my knees in prayer. 

“ I thought at first that we should be able to 
leave St. Petersburg the following night, 
but as I was going in to dinner that first evening 
Ivan Shtcherbakoff whispered me in a corridor 
that, though he had been accepted as a volunteer 
at the recruiting depdt on the English Quay, the 
draft of Opolchenie troops in which he was to be 
sent out would not start for three weeks or a month, 
since every train was being crowded with troops 
of the regular army. I could not wait so long, and 
I would not go without him. I therefore ran back 
with him to my apartments, and there put into his 
hands the whole of the 17,000 roubles for which 
Anna Pochowski had pawned some of my jewels 
that forenoon, in order that he might bribe with it 
the sergeant of recruits to give him a correspondance 
for an early train ; he opened his eyes, saying that 
not nearly so much would be needful, but I would 
have him take all, lest there should be any risk of 
failure. He stole in upon me that same midnight 
while I was at prayer, handed me back more than 
three-quarters of the money, and said that all was 
arranged for the train which left the Nicholas Station 
at 11.30 on the third night thence. 

“ I could not tell you, dear Yoshio, of my tortures 
during the next two days, of my impatience on the 
one hand to set out to you, and also of the sudden 
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pangs and chills in my heart, causing me to shrink 
back from this undertaking ; at one moment I was 
in the lightest glee and at another in the deepest 
sadness. One by one these moods preyed upon me, 
or rather all of them together, though now one and 
now another was uppermost ; for even when I could 
have danced for joy, I was aching under my joy, 
and even when I was in gloom, I could still smile, 
for a ray of light seemed to fall upon the face of my 
sweetheart : I saw you before me, and you seemed 
to call me to you. Oh, you should love me well 
when we meet, for I have suffered, Yoshio, and am 
suffering now. 

“ Anna Pochowski called me ‘ a passionate young 
lady ’ ; many times a day this was her word, ‘ but 
you are far too passionate ! * Madame la duchesse 
Okhta said that my eyes were ‘ burning like black 
moons,’ and it was true, I could not help it ; I had 
no rest, I was like one writhing in a fire, and was 
forced by Madame at the last to be seen by the 
doctor. 

“That was at eight in the evening of our depart- 
ure ; by nine Anna Pochowski was taking to the 
station, by way of the garden, the handbags and the 
excess of our furs which we did not need for the 
moment. When she returned, I was writing a 
letter of farewell to Madame, but I tore it up, wrote 
another, tore that up, and at last thought that it 
would be safest to go without a written farewell at 
all. The time passed faster than I had thought 
that it would ; Madame came from the salon about 
ten, chided me for not being in bed, covered me in 
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a shawl, bandaged my head with vinegar, gave me 
my medicine, and so on. Her face wore a strange 
look, and I almost fainted for fright when she told 
me that she had scented violets that evening ; for 
this is the token of trouble in our family. I hung 
upon her neck with sobs when she was about to 
leave me, but made her promise not to give herself 
the pains of coming back to my apartments that 
night. An hour later I was hasting with Anna 
Pochowski through the alley of the garden which 
leads to the gate near the Field of Mars. It was a 
windy night, piercingly cold. We passed into the 
Nevskyi Prospekt, and there got into one of the 
public sleighs, our faces being well muffled up. I 
felt Anna Pochowski, who cringed close to me, 
trembling violently, and I, too, shivered. At the 
Nicholas Station we found Ivan Shtcherbakoff wait- 
ing in his old busby and great-coat . . .” 
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VIOLETS ON THE SNOW 

“ T STOPPED writing, dear Yoshio, because of our 

X arrival at one of the Ural villages, named 
Olba, where a draft of local reserves and recruits 
with correspondances for this train had to be taken 
in, so, you see, I am this much nearer to Irkutsk, 
this being the 24th at three in the afternoon. I am 
coming to you ! 

“ At these stoppages it is always the same thing : 
reserves and raw recruits, and the rush from the 
train to the great samovars of hot tea. Anna Po- 
chowski and I and Olga Zaleski usually go out to 
the little platform at the end of our car to watch it 
all, and Ivan Shtcherbakoff steps stiffly out of the 
train, and looks at me, and tries to smile. He makes 
my heart bleed. 

“ ‘ Ivan Shtcherbakoff will be a dead man long 
before we reach the river Obi,’ says Anna Pochowski 
always ; * it is pitiable that he has no stove in his 
car.’ 

“ ‘ Cheer up ! cheer up ! ’ says Olga Zaleski, 
laughing. 

“ ‘ But who would treat even their cattle so ? ’ 

IK 
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says Anna Pochowski angrily. ‘ Forty of them in 
that car, and no stove, when the very horses are 
perishing.’ 

“ Then Olga Zaleski begins to hum a tune, and 
to play the piano on her left palm. She, too, 
is "going to Irkutsk as a nurse, and at first I 
was cold toward her, even when she confessed 
that she madly loved me, for she makes no secret 
of the fact that she is a Nihilist, and approves 
of dynamite ; but afterwards I had to like her, 
her spirit is so gay, so patient of our sorrows in 
this train, and so helpful to others. When things 
are at the worst she hums a tune, and plays the 
piano on her palm, though she has been three years 
in a political prison, which was enough to have 
broken another girl’s spirit. 

* “ She and Marie Cienkewitz, who also is to be a 

nurse, quarrel every hour, for if I show more friend- 
ship to one than to the other, the other pouts and 
is jealous. We seem to have been living together 
in this car for years, and to have known one another 
since we were bom. I cannot imagine anyone but 
just them taking this voyage with me, and my 
father and home-life are mere shadows of memory 
to me compared with the reality of the voyage 
and of their presence. 

“ It is always the same thing at these stations : 
reserve-men, who are farmers and tradesmen of 
middle age, looking grave or sulky in their uniforms, 
and recruits, still clad in their peasant-dress, 
looking wretched and fierce ; sometimes a woman 
faints at the last embrace ; always there are tears 
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and crowds, and the samovar of tea, and the rush 
from the train. 

“ We seem to have left the Urals now, and the 
next big thing is Omsk. There will be no more stop- 
ping for troops, for the cars are crammed with four 
hundred men, and I do not know how many horses, 
with military baggage, and a gun on a truck behind ; 
we are going fast, and the train rocks like a ship 
that lacks ballast. It is cold, yes, it is cold ; they 
say that there never was so late a winter. I shudder 
at the thought of Ivan Shtcherbakoff in his car, 
with thirty-nine others ; it is only a horse-box of 
boards, painted in great black letters on the outside 
with * Forty men or Eight Horses,’ and its one little 
window is hardly larger than this note-book. Some 
of them have stoves, but that one has not. How 
should we here exist without our stove ? Oh, may 
God and St. Nicholas succour the unfortunate ! 

“ I am lying on my face on my shelf writing this, 
but the compartment is fast darkening ; the glass 
is opaque with icicles ; the night will be black ; I 
can only just write, the train rocks so much, and 
I can hardly see any more now. We are going out 
into a wilderness of winter, and the engine shrieks 
out in a sad voice amid these solitudes. I also am 
sad, and could weep bitter tears. . . . 

“Anna Pochowski, Olga Zaleski and Marie 
Cienkewitz are round about the stove. I hear 
Marie Cienkewitz say tartly to Olga Zaleski : * You 
have had so much experience of the world, Olga 
Zaleski ! You have run through the whole gamut 
of the emotions, so that your attractiveness for a 
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child like Nadine Devriloff may well be greater than 
mine — if it is greater.’ ‘ Oh, it is, it is greater ! ’ 
cries Olga Zaleski with a gay laugh, ‘ but do not be 
jealous because I have lived, while you have been 
wearing night-caps.’ These two ladies seem to have 
nothing to do or think of, except to quarrel about 
me. 

***** 

“ The 25th. Oh, Yoshio, I am very sad ! In 
this frozen land, for the third time in my life, I have 
scented violets. 

“ It happened two hours ago, and I am still trem- 
bling. 

“ When I show you what I now write, in order 
that you may see what I underwent on this voyage, 
and when you read this about scenting violets, you 
will not at first understand how much this means 
to me, though you will not doubt the truth of what 
I say, that I did really scent them. I hasten, there- 
fore, to explain to you that at the moment of scent- 
ing them I felt sure that some trouble was happen- 
ing, either to myself or to some Devriloff some- 
where.. This is no fancy, Yoshio : it is true. Every- 
one at home knows that I am a sceptic about many 
things, but this is true. Nearly all the ladies of 
my race, and some of the men, have for ages scented 
violets when any disaster was happening. All my 
father’s sisters, one of my grandmothers, my father 
himself, the Duchesse Okhta have scented them 
within my own memory ; and I myself have scented 
them twice before to-day. I have no explanation 
to offer of this, for I am not sure that I myself be- 
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lieve the explanation which is given, namely, that 
a lady of our race in the sixteenth century, whose 
name was Martha, who was a saint, and who may 
have an odour of violets in the other world, comes 
to us to warn us of trouble ; but what is certain is 
the fact that we do scent violets where no violets 
are — not a mere whiff of violets, but a powerful 
fragrance of which one can have no doubt. 

“ My aunt Catherine, who died in a collision near 
Paris, would not have had a violet in her house or 
gardens for all the kingdoms in the world. My 
father, on the contrary, fills the house with them, 
so that whenever he scents them he may be able to 
say to himself that the scent comes from the flowers 
about him. 

“ The last of us to scent violets, except Madame 
Okhta, who scented them on the evening of my 
flight, was my aunt Nadine in Shanghai. She had 
then been married only two months to her cousin 
Grigory, and they were on their wedding-tour. On 
the other side of a river, at a place called Hongku, 
they had some friends, and Grigory rowed over the 
river one night in a Canadian boat to see these friends. 
He did not return the next morning, but my aunt 
Nadine was not anxious, for he sometimes stayed 
away. That night, however, on going to bed, she 
scented violets ; the next morning Grigory Devriloff 
had not returned. My aunt sat to breakfast, and 
was reading in an English newspaper that the body 
of a man, half eaten by fish, had been found in the 
river, when she was overpowered by a scent of 
violets : only nasturtiums were on the breakfast 
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table, die says. Two days afterwards the skiff 
of Grigory Devriloff was found bottom-upwards. 
But some time before the drowned man was proved 
to be my aunt’s husband, she had a third scent of 
violets. 

“ I scented violets when I was nine years old — 
all the ladies at our Summer-palace scented them 
that day — when my aunt Catherine was killed in 
a collision in France. I scented them again when 
I was thirteen, when my cousin Nicholas was killed 
in a duel at Vladivostock ; and I scented them again 
to-day. 

“ We had arrived about one o’clock at Omsk, 
where the train stopped for the usual outrush to 
the samovar , and the usual uproar. I and my party 
left the train, found out Ivan Shtcherbakoff in the 
crowd, and took him in with us to eat something, 
for in the middle of the day only black bread is 
served out to the troops. When we had had some 
soup and a glass of tea, and were returning to the 
train, I heard one of the station-men say to an 
officer, ‘ You will not get far this afternoon, for there 
are two snow-drifts on the metals.’ 

“ This turned out to be true, for we had hardly 
gone on eight or ten versts from Omsk, when we 
came upon a hill of snow, with about thirty men 
about it, working to clear a way for the train. Snow 
with flakes as large as my hand was falling, choking 
all the air, and turning the day into twilight, so that 
the men of the excavating-party not far away 
looked like the shadows of gnomes. I had gone out 
on the platform at the end of the car to look out at 
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them, for usually I do not feel the winter so keenly 
as most people, and the terrible atmosphere in the 
car with its stove is often worse to me than the 
parching cold outside ; and I was standing there 
alone, well wrapped in my furs, looking into the 
snow-fall as far as the thirty or forty feet limit 
where the country became blotted out, and hearing 
the roar of imprisoned voices which came from some 
of the troop-cars, when on a sudden I scented 
violets. Ah, Yoshio, what, then, has happened to 
your poor sweetheart ? My father may have been 
killed . . . 

*1 was almost fainting, but would not stay there 
alone another moment ; I found the strength to 
rush back into the car, where I fell into Olga Zal- 
eski’s arms. They all prayed me to tell them what 
was the matter, but I would not, and for fully a 
quarter of an hour, while I lay on Olga Zaleski’s lap, 
I thought that I could continue to detect whiffs of 
violets, though that may have been my fancy ; 
then I had to laugh, for Marie Cienkewitz, whom I 
like very much, too, began to say cutting things to 
Olga Zaleski ; but a sob hiccupped in my laugh, 
dear, you may be sure. 

“Presently Anna Pochowski, taking me aside, 
whispered' me : ‘You have scented violets, have 
you not ? ’ And I answered : ‘ Yes.’ 

“ Half an hour later the train was on its way 
again. 
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“ T I 'HE 27th. I have been feeling very unwell ; 

X. yesterday I did not rise from bed. At 
nine in the night of the day when I scented violets 
two dead bodies were removed from the train at a 
station. I saw their faces in the light of the lanterns, 
and all the night they haunted my dreams. Another 
of the men went mad this morning, and it took a 
crowd of them to get him from the train — a 
lank young peasant, a Pole, and his eyes seemed once 
to rest on me — such eyes ! We shall all be mad, 
I think. 

“ I had no idea before what cold is. Last night 
our stove went out, and this morning Anna 
Pochowski, who was up early, happening to put her 
hand on the metal, took it away all raw, and we 
all got up in pain. I and Marie Cienkewitz bathed 
together in hot water, and now the pains are gone ; 
but I feel as if I had been fighting against some- 
thing a world too strong for me, which at last 
has crushed me. 

“ We do not speak much now ; even Olga Zaleski 
says little. At first, at the dinner-table, there was 

14* 
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much talk among the twelve ladies, but not lately. 
The old train-guard, who goes about with revolvers 
at his belt, tells me that the cold is even worse 
than in other years. It is too unfriendly to life, 
several of the horses even have given in ; we see 
from here the press and noise round their bodies 
when they are being taken away. When I think 
of the men cooped up in their boxes, cold, unwashed, 
ill-dad, and breathing a foul air, my heart pities 
them. At the last station a Uhlan was carried 
from the train, held up between two others ; he 
seemed to have lost the use of his legs, and I do 
not think was brought back. 

“ There are at least four more days of it before 
Irkutsk — four days, if we meet no snow-drifts; 
others will be dead or maimed by then, and if I 
had had any dream of it, I should never have 
brought Ivan Shtcherbakoff with me. 

“ And I have another misery, Yoshio, within the 
last two days — fears that when I reach Irkutsk I 
may, for some reason or other, not see you. If 
this should happen, mon ami ! But it is only the 
depressing power of this voyage that brings such 
a thought before my spirit : always the same 
sound, the clack, clack of the engine, like some- 
thing gone wrong in one’s brain ; always the same 
scene, a blank of whiteness, with a belt of firs on 
the horizon, and londy stacks of firewood : it is 
depressing, and latdy I am haunted with all sorts 
of terrors. You spoke in your letter of a thought 
which you had of escaping from your hospital, 
and I say to myself, ‘ Suppose he has really escaped, 
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and has gone to me in St. Petersburg, while 1 am 
going to him in Irkutsk ? ’ But that would be too 
hard, the gracious God would not allow it to befall 
us. Or again I say, ‘Suppose he has tried to 
escape, and has been captured and shot ? ’ or, 
‘ Suppose he has got better of his wound, and has 
been taken to a military prison in some other town 
than Irkutsk ? ’ I imagine many things all the 
day and most of the night ; when I sleep the noises 
of the train turn into words, and speak of fresh 
woes to my brain. I am indeed very sick, and 
have nearly always pains in the head ; but my 
hope is in the good God, who brought you to St. 
Petersburg in order that I might know you and 
lavish my soul upon you, and in order that we 
may be together and have offspring, as is usual 
among married couples. 

“The train is now slowing down to enter a 
station ; they come every two hours, and at this 
one we mean to get out, to escape from the train, 
and to give Ivan Shtcherbakofi some mid-day soup 
and a glass of tea. The armed attendant is going 
down the corridor, calling out a word which sounds 
like ‘Bers.* 

***** 

“ At all these stations it is the same set of scenes 
that happen again, but at this Berski we have been 
delayed a long while, and something fearful has 
taken place, for there has been an entente, two men 
have been shot, and we have all been very excited. 

“ Here, as usual, the officers in their furs were 
swaggering among the miserable men, whose ikons 
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of St. Nicholas and St. Vladimir are their only 
wealth, and, ah ! I never thought to witness such 
sights : it is obscene ! I have made Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff give them three thousand of my roubles; 
but what is that among four hundred, when every- 
thing is sold at high prices ? for there is a famine, 
and the peasants whom one sees near the railway- 
track look starved. Ah, it is a terrible war, and 
my country has suffered, but God will uphold her 
cause, for you should not have said in your letter, 
Yoshio, that you think Russia ‘ not perhaps quite 
in the right this time.’ Yes, Russia is right, and 
Japan is wrong ; and this I will prove to you when 
we shall have met, when we shall have settled 
happily in our home, and when we shall have 
found time to talk of such matters. 

“ But I was speaking of this Berski emeuie. 
Though all is over, and the train is again on its 
way, I can still hear the last quiet sobs of Olga 
Zaleski, who sits with her face in her hands, weeping 
at the shooting of the two men. It was horrible, 
though that was the greatest blessing that could 
have happened to them, to put them out of their 
miseries. 

“ Eight or nine of us ladies were at the buffet, 
the men were in rank on the platform, and a ration 
of black bread was being given them. I had 
noticed anew the stare of some as I went in, while 
some looked drowsy, like hibernating animals. All 
were most sallow, and as unkempt as rubbish. 
Some blinked at the daylight. I could not write 
of the odour of them, nor of the hardening of their 
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hearts ; they growl remarks as the ladies pass, for 
they have seen their comrades die by inches, and 
have lost the feelings of pity and respect ; indeed, 
some of the faces were those of dying men, with 
tainted noses and ears. One elderly Ural peasant, 
with whom I have spoken, coughs in a manner 
that I could not have pictured to myself ; his eyes 
haunt one’s sleep. Ivan Shtcherbakoff is very 
hale and hard, and has had better food than the 
others, but each time I see his face I again have 
to vow my life to the care of his old age. 

“ Little did I think that so sad a crew were 
about to make such a noise. We others were at 
the buffet, drinking tea, and listening to an excise* 
officer of the village, who was telling the news of 
the war movements since the last great battle, 
when we heard a hoot of many voices, and Olga 
Zaleski remarked to me : ‘An officer must be 
flogging one of them again ; I can’t stand it any 
longer ! ’ Almost as she said this, there was heard 
a cry of freedom and wrath which struck into me 
a feeling of awe. That instant Ivan Shtcherbakoff 
leapt to my side, and I found myself caught up 
to my nurse’s breast in his left arm, while he ran 
with me to the door of the buffet, brandishing a 
large knife in his right hand. We were met by, as 
it were, a crowd of furies. The men had broken 
loose, and were making for the buffet in order to 
loot it, having trampled upon one of the officers ; 
some other officers were among them lashing with 
knouts, like drowning men struggling for life ; and 
the din ! for every one seemed to be shouting at 
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the top of his voice. I saw down their throats, 
and their eyes were like mad people’s ; but the 
onset upon them by Ivan Shtcherbakoff with his 
knife was so threatening, that he got through 
safely with me, and close upon his heels came the 
ladies, so that none of us were much hurt ; indeed, 
the men were thinking of other things than of us. 

“They at once filled the buffet, many of them 
still crowding outside the door for lack of room. 
We others ran back to the train, and stood on the 
little ledge, looking on at the riot ; there were 
several noises of woodwork and glass splintering ; 
then, after five minutes of it, there were two pistol- 
shots. 

“ But it was an hour before the men were drawn 
up again ; even then some of them would not stop 
dancing in twos and threes, for they had been 
drinking vodka. 

“Olga Zaleski could not be kept from going to 
see the two bodies in the very middle of the trouble. 

I did not see them, but one was a student whom 
I have noticed, the other was an ixvostchik of 
Moscow. 

“Two days more 

***** 

“ The 28th. Two more men dead this morning, «- 
though it is said to be no longer so cold. Anna 
Pochowski has not risen, and I made my own 
toilet. She has flutterings of the heart. 

“ It is not long now, yet I feel very sad. Is it ^ 
that my father is dead ? I know that something 
has happened. 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE YELLOW WAVE 


148 

“ I ought to be gay, for Olga Zaleski has told 
me — what I had an instinct of before — that if a 
Japanese, wounded and taken prisoner, can show 
that he is the husband of a Russian lady, he would 
be set at liberty on undertaking not to fight again 
in this war. All will therefore be well to that extent. 
But why did Madame Okhta scent violets on the 
night of my going away ? I wish that we were at 
Irkutsk. 

“The 29th. I cannot write anything to-day, I 
am too near to you ! Even the country is looking 
different, with more woods and hills, and at the 
last two stations some Mongolian sorts of people 
in padded clothes. They say that there will be no 
more snow-drifts across the metals. Anna 
Pochowski is going through our clothes, brushing 
the furs, counting the money and jewels, and 
making ready. Marie Cienkewitz says that I am 
as wild as a bird, and, in truth, my skin bums. 
Olga Zaleski has tied up my head like a peasant's 
in a handkerchief steeped in eau de Cologne, and, 
touching it anon, says, * Poor little head ! ’ To- 
morrow at this hour you will have been in my 
arms . . . 

* * * * * 

“The 4th (of April). I have crossed to the east 
side of Lake Baikal. The name of this little town 
is Pirin ; here the new train which took us in on 
the east side of the lake stops three hours. I shall 
be able to go on in her as far as a place Called 
Dinskaya, up to which point the railway is still in 
our hands. From Dinskaya I do not know by what 
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means I am to go on still farther, but I shall go on, 
if I have to trudge barefoot through snow for a 
year till I come to the Japanese ; and I shall 
claim my husband from them. God only grant 
that ho report of me may reach my father mean- 
time. 

“He is alive somewhere about this country, 
and this comforts me, for I had felt sure that he 
was dead ; but I see now that my scenting violets 
had nothing to do with him, but with you : it was 
on the 25th of March that I scented them, and 
that was the day on which you left Irkutsk. 

“ Both I and Anna Pochowski have been sick : 
I suppose that the journey across the lake has been 
too much for us. She can hardly any more hold 
up her head, poor girl, but mourns all the time, and 
foretells for us all sorts of trouble. I try to put 
courage into her, but she will not hear, and answers 
always : ‘ I told you beforehand how it would 
be. 

“ We crossed the Angara river and arrived at 
Irkutsk at eleven in the morning of the 30th of 
March. Olga Zaleski had with her the address of 
a hotel in the avenue called Roitshaya Ulitsa, 
and to this we drove in a droshky through streets 
teeming with soldiers, Jews, Buriats, students in 
their uniforms, priests, nuns, and many sorts of 
people. Every one seemed to be in the streets 
and in a hurry, so that the town was like a hive. 
This pleased me highly, for I was feverish and like 
one let out of prison ; the voyage seemed a night- 
mare from which I was now at last awaked. Olga 
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Zaleski smiled to see me chattering and pointing at 
the people with their strange costumes and faces. 
It was a bright morning, and the cold no longer 
seemed to us a foe, but a wine. We came to our 
hotel, which overlooked a church called the Church 
of Gregory of Nyssa, and I think that I shall never 
forget this church, it is associated in my mind 
with so much grief. 

“ After we had had dejeuner in a room on the 
second floor opening upon a balcony, Olga Zaleski 
went out to report herself to the Red Cross people, 
whereupon I sent Ivan Shtcherbakoff to find his 
way to the military hospital, there to ask about 
you. 

“ He had hardly gone when I again began to feel 
sorrowful. For the first time something seemed to 
tell me clearly, * You will not see Yoshio, since that 
would be too good to happen to Nadine Devriloff.’ 
I sat out on the balcony, looking out for the coming 
back of Ivan Shtcherbakoff. 

“ Ah, Yoshio, when he came I read my lot in 
his shy eyes. He said with a mock gaiety that my 
father was alive and well somewhere on the yon 
eastern side of the lake ; but of you he said not a 
word. 

“ ‘ But what about Yoshio M , Ivan Shtcher- 

bakoff ? * I asked. 

“ ‘ There never was such a person in the hospital, 
then,’ he answered shyly, shifting his feet, and 
looking away at the Church of Gregory of Nyssa. 

<( ' That is nonsense,’ I said ; * there certainly 
has been, and there is.’ But now it struck me 
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that you may have given a false name at the 
hospital, through fear of my father. 

“ I therefore sent back Ivan Shtcherbakoff to 
the hospital, telling him to ask after a Japanese 
boy of eighteen years in the ward where the Duchesse 
Krastalynski, of whom you had written me, was a 
nurse. 

“ Hope had again risen in me. While he was 
gone, I pictured to myself so clearly the foolish 
look on my sweetheart’s face when he should hear 
the words, ‘ Nadine is in Irkutsk ,’ that at one 
moment I laughed aloud, so that Anna Pochowski 
called out to me : ‘ What is it now ? ’ 

“When Ivan Shtcherbakoff came back he told 
me that he had seen the duchesse herself, and she 
had said to him that there had been such a young 
man of eighteen years in her ward, but that he, 
together with a number of other Japanese prisoners, 
had been sent to Liao-yang on the 25th of March, 
in exchange for some Russian prisoners set free by 
the Japanese. 

“When Anna Pochowski heard Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff say this she let herself fall upon the rug 
and fainted away. Ivan Shtcherbakoff fell to his 
knees, kissing my hands, saying again and again, 
‘ It will turn out bravely, do not be afraid, it will 
yet turn out bravely.’ 

“ I did not say anything ; I looked away at 
the facade of the church, with its many pear-shaped 
cupolas, and somehow I shall never forget them. 
I grew as it were older in looking at them, for it 
seemed strange to me that things should be so hard. 
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“ Anna Pochowski soon came to, and now that 
everything was against me, she, too, turned against 
me, seeming to find out suddenly upon how laugh- 
able an adventure she had been duped to set out 
with me, calling herself a fool, and calling me a 
magpie, a trapped bird, while I looked away at the 
church without saying anything, and Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff washed my hands with his tears, beseeching 
me, saying a hundred times, * It will turn out 
bravely, do not be afraid.’ 

“ ‘ But what shall we do ? ’ cried Anna Pochow- 
ski. j ‘ We^are lost ! We cannot return to Russia, 
for no train will take us, nor can we live here, for 
most of the money has been given to those wretches 
in the train, and it is ill to travel in the same sleigh 
with those who do not look before, as the saying 
is. Or else Prince Devriloff will catch us, and Ivan 
Shtcherbakoff and I will be done for ; but I was 
ever the most unlucky child of my mother.’ 

‘“7 am going to the Japanese to seek my hus- 
band,’ said I, ‘ and I shall be glad if you will come 
too, Anna Pochowski.’ 

“ ‘ See ! she does not despair, the darling 1 * 
cried Ivan Shtcherbakoff in a glow ; ‘ she is braver 
than a lion. But is that a settled thing ? ’ 

“ ‘ Yes,’ said I. 

“ ‘ We shall have to cross the lake, on the ice. 
Are you not afraid of the voyage, and of the 
Japanese ? ’ he asked me. 

“ ‘ No,’ said I. 

“ ‘ Bravely ! bravely ! ’ he cried out. ‘ But, 
then, we shall have to be quick, or we shall lose this 
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train, and our correspondances will not serve for 
another.’ 

“ As he spoke I was on my feet. 

“ In five minutes we three were in a droshky, 
and twenty minutes afterwards I was again in the 
train, in my old apartment ; yet it was not the same, 
for the presenceof Olga Zaleski and of Marie Cienke- 
witz was no longer there, and all was desolate 
about me. It seems to be the will of Heaven that 
we of my race should meet with troubles, but I 
had come far on a long voyage through many 
snows, and when I thought in how different a 
frame of mind I had left the car that morning, I 
could not help casting myself upon my shelf as 
the train moved out, and I gave myself to the 
bitterest tears which I have yet shed. 

“ Soon after this a nurse who was being sent from 
the military hospital at Irkutsk to the yon east 
side of the lake came into my apartment, saw that 
I had been crying, and entered into talk with me. 
I asked her if she had seen you at the hospital, but 
she said no. She told me that fighting between 
small parties had been going on ever since the last 
great battle ; that some daring J apanese patrols had 
pushed on far north of Mukden, and had exchanged 
shots with our garrisons, while, on the other hand, 
our troops were skirmishing even beyond Liaoyang, 
which is held by the Japanese. It seems that the 
Japanese cannot follow up their victory until they 
have ‘ made good ’ the ground behind them ; but 
they worry our troops while we add to our army 
to drive them back out of Liaoyang. 
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“ I asked her if she knew where General Devriloff 
was, but she could not tell me. 

“ We reached the village of Baikal on the west 
shore of the lake soon after four in the afternoon ; 
it was misty, in spite of an east wind, and already 
the shades of evening were gathering. On either 
hand I saw mountains like shadows, and before 
us the lake, with the hull of a ship out on it a little 
to the right. All was shadowy ; the ship, leaning 
on the ice without any masts, looked as if she had 
been left there in loneliness for ages ; she was the 
one which breaks the ice and carries the trains 
across when it begins to thaw : but at present the 
ice is still three feet thick. 

“ It was as much as I could do to cheer Anna 
Pochowski and give her heart for the crossing 
when, having stepped down from the train to the 
landing-stage, she looked abroad on the bleak 
plain of the lake, and heard the noise of the wind. 
Yes, it indeed blew cuttingly, so that we all flinched 
from its touch : far into it we could not see, but 
in what lay beyond the mist we knew that sickness, 
pain, and perhaps death were awaiting our com- 
ing. 

“ Meantime, we three could hardly get near the 
crowd of basket-sleighs, for the troops had made 
a rush down the flight of stairs to the ice for them, 
and there was a scrimmage which lasted a long 
while, each man seeking to be among the next to 
depart. I saw sleigh after sleigh start off, the 
jingling of their bells borne to us on the storm 
even after they had become hidden in the mist, 
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while darkness fell ever fester ; till at last I, too, 
was leaving the white cliffs of the western shore 
behind, and was off down the rows of poles that 
mark out the ice-track throughout the fifty versts 
of its breadth. 

“ The wind blew against us with as steady a motion 
as that of a sea in flight ; we went forward with the 
top of our heads turned to it, but it seemed too 
much for us. Anna Pochowski wailed, but her 
words were drowned in the noise of its rush past 
our ears, and very soon she no longer said any- 
thing. But mixed with the noise of the wind I 
heard the voice of our old driver, an old Amurski 
Jew clad in sheepskins, crooning some dirge or 
hymn, as all these drivers do throughout the 
voyage. After an hour or so we had become very 
drowsy, and I think that this crooning had a 
deepening effect upon our drowsiness, it was so 
bleak and strange, for it was like a lullaby crooned 
not by a man but by the elements of the storm, of 
the ice, and of the darkness, in order to charm us 
into the slumber that never awakes. 

“ Another long hour passed somehow. Anna 
Pochowski seemed to have lost consciousness, for 
when I spoke to her she did not answer ; she sat 
with her head drooping, and I put one of my own 
wraps about her, for the girls of the people cannot 
be expected to bear up against extremes of hard- 
ship like those of noble blood. Sometimes she fell 
against me, or we all fell against one another, for 
the ice is not very smooth. We three were alone 
in our sleigh, but the troop-sleighs carried five or 
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even six packed together. Anon Ivan . Shtcher- 
bakoff would rouse himself, break our silence, and 
try to laugh, saying, ‘ Not much further now, 
bravely, bravely!’ or suchlike words. 

“ After yet another hour I was aware of a light 
and of a crowd of sleighs standing still before a 
house ; it was that which is called the * half-way 
house.’ We managed to rouse Anna Pochowski, 
and got out, while the troop-sleighs which had 
been just behind us went on past the house without 
stopping. This curious little place, built mainly 
of felt, was full of officers drinking, one of whom 
called Ivan Shtcherbakoff a dog, and got from me 
a look which he may remember. There were also 
a few nurses in the other half of the room. We 
drank shtchee (cabbage-soup) and tea, and I have 
never eaten so eagerly ; the warmth was nice, and 
made what we had passed through, and what we 
had still to pass through, seem the more dark and 
awful. 

“ ‘ It was for this that I was bom,’ said Anna 
Pochowski, with her forehead on the table, ‘in 
order that I might die in the snows.’ 

“ ‘ Let us trust in the good God, Anna Pochow- 
ski,’ I said, * and we shall yet reach the other side 
of the lake safely.’ 

“ * It is the good God who has sent the cold and 
wind upon us, and many, many a one of us will 
never see the end of this matter,’ she mourned. 

“ Upon this I heard the sleigh-drivers Outside 
shouting and clapping their hands, and I said, 
‘Come, Anna Pochowski, for when there is only 
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one thing to be done, one most do it.’ So she rose 
and came with me. 

“ But there was a look on the face of Ivan 
Shtcherbakofi which I did not like : it was pinched 
and at bay like the face of the dying, and I had 
fears for him. When we were in the sleigh again, 
I wrapped him up thickly. As we set off with the 
wind in our faces and the bells jingling, our old 
Amurski Jew began to croon to himself the same 
dirge again. 

“All before and behind us were the lights of 
sleighs like funeral torches, and on a side-track 
also were the lights of those sleighs which bore the 
military stores, for some of these heavy four-horsed 
ones had caught us up while we were at the half- 
way house ; otherwise nothing was to be seen, it 
was so dark, and the ice had hills and holes which 
jerked us this way and that. What made it worse 
was that one of the officers, a major with a dark 
beard, a rather handsome fellow, must have told 
his driver to keep by us, in order that he might 
make eyes at me in the light of our two sleighs, so 
that for half an hour I was kept in terror of a col- 
lision. He little dreamt that I, so young, was 
already a bride. Twice he spoke to me from 
sleigh to sleigh, but at last my fierce looks caused 
him to disappear. 

“ When we reached Tankhoi on the other side I 
was torpid, Anna Pochowski was again insensible, 
and I thought that Ivan Shtcherbakofi was dead. 
He had to be lifted out of the sleigh, but I got 
leave from the tram-officials to have him in my 
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compartment in the new train. His face was blue, 
his ears and nose were frost-bitten, and he lay for 
two hours with his head on my lap, breathing in 
a terrifying way ; I could not tell you what I 
passed through then. But he is now lying on the 
rugs in the room where I write this, and is looking 
better. 

“ We are now at Perin, as I said before, where 
the train arrived this morning, and stops three 
hours. It will soon be time for us to go back to it. 

“ Between here and Dinskaya, beyond which our 
trains do not any longer go, there is only one long 
stoppage, at Karinsk, where we stop two hours. 
Thence we go on to Dinskaya ; and from Dinskaya 
I hope to find means to travel toward the Japanese, 
till I come upon some one who will direct me how 
to get to my husband. 
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THE PRISONER OF WAR 

“ r | 'HE 6th. Ah, Yoshio, when you know what 
X befell me two days after I wrote the above 
you will die of pity, if you do not shake with 
laughter. 

“ After departing from Perin, where I last wrote, 
we arrived at Karinsk at about four in the after- 
noon. It was at Karinsk that Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff was bound to join the ranks of the Opol- 
chenie battalion for which he had volunteered ; 
but inasmuch as I had not found you, he had made 
up his mind not to give himself up at the barracks, 
but to come with me to the end. 

“We saw, however, that the risk was great, 
for notice of his coming must have been sent to 
headquarters here from St. Petersburg, and Karinsk 
is not a large town where one may hide oneself. 
When, therefore, he had come with Anna Pochowski 
and me to the inn, he left us in order to walk about 
the country, till the train should be about to start 
again. 

“ We two others went into the inn, a house 
with a far-Eastem look in the middle of a court ; 

IN 
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the eaves were low, and some of the windows 
had bars of iron across them, as in prisons. We 
were led by a stout Mongolian woman, who could 
speak some Russian, into a room at the back, on 
the ground floor, and soon were eating a stew of 
rice and meat. While we were paying the woman 
for this, she entered into talk with us, telling us 
that a skirmish had been fought an hour before 
among the hills not two miles from the town, 
over twenty men on our side having been killed ; 
also that one of the Russian generals had just arrived 
in the town, and some rooms had been taken for 
his staff in the inn. 

“ When the woman left us, I looked at my watch 
and saw that we had an hour and a quarter yet to 
wait. Our room was small, with one door, one 
barred window, and no furniture, only a mat and 
some cushions. We were seated on two of the 
cushions : and presently Anna Pochowski began 
to nod, the afternoon to darken, and I also to feel 
drowsy, for we had not even yet got over our 
night on the lake. 

“ But on a sudden I started, I found myself 
wide awake and listening ; I had heard a deep voice 
say in the room beyond the door : ‘ I want to see 
the quarter-master-general, also the roll of to- 
day’s contingent. My train starts at eight, so 
that our time is precious.’ 

> “ Yoshio, I felt myself undone ! it was my 

' : father’s voice. 

“ He was the general of whose coming into the 
< ' town our hostess had told me ! And he was travel- 
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ling — perhaps to Russia, to seek for me. If he 
had but opened that door, he would have found 
me ! I sat with a quickly-beating heart, quiet 
as a mouse, shrinking even from the hard breathing 
of Anna Pochowski’s sleep. 

“ After about ten minutes I covered her mouth 
with my hand, and whispered into her ear : ‘ Wake 
up and, listen ! ' 

“ My father was still talking, giving orders, 
and I could tell that a good many people were 
about him. The thought in my head was, ‘ Sup- 
pose he comes in here ? or suppose he remains 
there an hour, how shall I get through to our 
train ? ’ 

“ If we missed our train, we should not be taken 
in any other ; we could not get through the window, 
even if we could have reached it, for not only was 
it too small, but it had a bar across : our only way 
out was the room in which my father was. 

“ Anna Pochowski sat staring with her mouth 
open, and I thought to myself, ‘Now she may 
well call me a trapped bird, a poor little foolish 
magpie ’ ; and I lifted up my eyes and prayed as 
I had never prayed. 

“ Meanwhile, the time was flying, the evening 
darkening. I looked often at my watch ; it be- 
came 5.15, then 5.30 ; our train started at 6. 
When Anna Pochowski wished to whisper to me 
I would not hear her, but pushed away her mouth 
with my hand, flinching from the least sound. 

“ I did not know what to do ; I could only 
pray from my heart and make vows to every saint. 
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I went near to the door, and whispered : ‘ Papa, be 
good to me, and go away.’ 

“ Then I thought I must see where he was, what 
he was doing, though I died for it, and after some 
minutes, in which my fears struggled with this wish, 
I very slowly opened the door a very little, and 
peeped. He was sitting with his back to my door 
at a table on which was a lamp, a spy-glass and a 
cup of water, with papers, large books and maps, 
and round the table were seven or eight officers 
on stools, with other men standing near them. 
They were all busy, and looked as if they might be 
there for hours. 

“ While I was peeping at them, my heart leapt 
anew into my mouth, for I heard a sound behind 
me, a voice which uttered the one word ‘ take.’ 
I closed the door with a slight noise, I was so startled, 
for it was not Anna Pochowski’s voice. Only she 
was in the room, I could see nothing to account for 
the voice ; but I saw her staring at the barred 
window, and when I, too, looked there I saw some- 
thing being pushed in from the outside : when it 
fell to the floor we saw that it was a pair of the 
green knickerbockers which our soldiers wear. 

“ I was anew amazed at this, not having any 
thought what it could mean ; we were staring at it, 
when again we heard the voice say ‘ take,’ and at 
once another pair of knickerbockers was seen coming 
in. 

“ But now all at once I was no longer puzzled, 
for in that second * take ’ my ear had caught the 
voice of Ivan Shtcherbakofi. 
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“ The things now began to come fast, I could not 
dream whence Ivan Shtcherbakoff had got them — 
two double-breasted blouses, sheepskin coats, 
greatcoats, muskets, long-boots ; then a crowd of 
smaller things dropped to us as fast as we could 
catch them — mess-tins, belts, forage-caps, two of 
each ; last of all came a pair of scissors. When 
nothing any more came, I darted a glance at my 
watch, and with my soul on my lips I whispered 
into Anna Pochowski’s ear : ‘ We have ten minutes 
in which to dress in these,’ for it was fifteen minutes 
to six, and I knew that it would take us five minutes 
at least to run to the station. 

“ Happily, I knew very well the dres6 of our 
soldiers : I knew that the kit-bag is hung over the 
right shoulder and not over the left, that the bando- 
lier with its cartridges goes over the left, and not 
over the right ; I had been too much mixed up 
with army-people all my life not to know how to 
wear the belt with its pouches, or not to know where 
the aluminium water-bottle was to hang ; and Anna 
Pochowski watched me as I put mine on. 

“ I noticed a little blood on both the blouses, 
but what dismayed me was the growing weight 
even without the bayonet, for I felt that we could 
never run with all that. Everything except the 
cap, was too big for me, but this the more hid our 
figures, and as all Russian soldiers wear loose 
things, except the Guards, the bagginess was a 
blessing, for only the boots were markedly big, 
and these the foot-bandages filled out. The instant 
all was done, I had Anna Pochowski’s hair dropping 
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in flocks of gold under the scissors. While she 
was doing the same to mine, I glanced again at 
my watch : it was four minutes to six. 

“ We threw on the greatcoats and the caps, 
caught up the bayonets — mine reached a foot above 
my head when the butt was grounded ! Then I 
whispered, ‘ For heaven’s sake do not forget to 
salute — like this,’ and I showed her how ; then, 
without losing a moment, I opened the door and 
passed out, walking like a man, but seeing nothing : 
for my heart on a sudden went weak, and everything 
swam before my eyes. 

“ Anna Pochowski followed behind me. . . . 

“ The group of officers in the room must have 
wondered where we sprang from ; I fancy that 
some of them glanced up with some surprise, and 
how I found the courage to salute, and how Anna 
Pochowski managed not to faint, I do not know ; 
she was trembling long after it. However, I 
stopped in the middle, and with ‘ eyes front ’ 
saluted, taking care not to turn my face toward 
my father. Whether Anna Pochowski saluted or 
not I do not know ; I do not think so. 

“ All at once we were running down the court, 
free and safe, out into the street, Ivan Shtcher- 
bakoff with us, and we ran hard, the dear old 
Cossack a little ahead, making the pace, and glanc- 
ing back at us. We had to pull up once, for Anna 
Pochowski could run no more, but while she got 
back her wind we walked fast, then ran again, and 
such a heat to reach the train possessed me, that 
in the end I was before them both, Anna Pochowski 
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having now been left well behind ; but when I ran / 
upon the platform all I could see of the train in 
the half-dark was a bull’s-eye light moving away 
from me, and a truck bearing away a gun which 
pointed at me. 

“ We might well have been in time, if that would 
not have been too good a thing to happen to me : 
for if we had only cast away our bayonets on leav- 
ing the inn, that would have lightened us ; or if 
we had not troubled to put on the foot-bandages 
and some of the other things which were useless 
to disguise us, that would have saved time ; but 
we had been in too great a heat to give anything 
a thought, for the heads of two poor girls in a 
flurried state are not worth much. I can only think 
that so it was to be : but when the truck at the 
end of the train vanished with its gun behind the 
bush of the plain, everything seemed to be over for 
me. 

“ The train took with her nearly all our money 
and jewels, and those of the furs which we had not 
cast off at the inn : for I had left the hand-bags 
in the care of one of the train-stewards. 

“Anna Pochowski ran upon the platform gasp- 
ing out, ‘ Are we in time ? ’ I did not answer her. 
We sat on the bench on the platform drooping and 
silent, she trembling, but unable to weep. No 
one but us was there. The moon rose in the sky 
over a plain without any trees, but covered with 
bush, which lay before us. Ivan Shtcherbakoff 
did not dare to speak to me, feeling how far I was 
beyond his comfort ; I had not the strength to 
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live any further, there was nothing, I thought, 
to live for; even Anna Pochowski shrank from 
speaking to me. 

“ After a time she said in a low voice, ‘ Where 
did you get these uniforms, Ivan Shtcherbakoff ? ’ 

“ ‘ I got them from two dead soldiers,’ said he ; 
* there was a battle here late this afternoon, and I 
saw these bodies in some bush while I was wander- 
ing outside the town. I returned to the inn about 
five o’clock to ask after you, for I was anxious, 
having heard at a drink-shop that the General 
was in the town ; when I questioned the woman of 
the inn she told me that the General was within, 
told me in which room he was, and in which you 
were. I saw that nothing could be done, except 
to disguise you, so I ran back to where I had seen 
the bodies, and I stripped them. It has turned 
out nastily, and it is my doing only, for my legs 
are no longer young ones, though I ran hard, too, 
and she sits there like a stone and says nothing to 
me.’ 

“ * Ah, it is well enough with her, but it is ill 
with you and with me, Ivan Shtcherbakoff,’ said 
Anna Pochowski ; ‘ the jewels and money are gone 
in the’train — everything : do not talk to me of hope. 
In an hour we shall be in the Prince’s hands, I 
in this costume, with my hair cut dose to my head, 
holding a soldier’s bayonet, and it was for this that 
I was bom.’ 

“ At this moment, when she mentioned my 
father, the thought that he would depart ‘ at 
eight o’clock’ came into my mind, and with it 
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the feeling that, he being once away, everything 
might still be hoped for : since, if I could not hire a 
cart to go whither I wished, I could walk, were it 
across the world ; at which feeling I stood up, and 
was about to tell the others to come with me out 
of the town, till my father should be gone, when 
I saw three soldiers talking in low voices and looking 
at us. I had not noticed them before, so that they 
must have come upon the platform stealthily, 
and a fear struck to my heart that they were there 
to seize Ivan Shtcherbakoff. 

“They moved slowly toward us. T saw that 
they were non-commissioned officers. 

“ ‘ What is your name, my friend ? ’ said one 
of them to Ivan Shtcherbakoff. 

“ My old nurse turned sallow, and gave a false 
name. 

“ ‘ When did you arrive in Karinsk ? * 

“ * To-day, my sergeant.’ 

“ ‘ By the train from Russia ? ’ 

“ Ivan Shtcherbakoff hesitated, then said yes 
to this. 

“ * Then you admit you are a soldier ? ’ asked 
the sergeant. 

“ Ivan Shtcherbakoff did not answer. 

“ ‘ But, then, why are you not in your barracks ? * 
asked the sergeant. 

“‘I am not for Karinsk, I am for the detach- 
ment in Dinskaya, but I have missed the train, my 
sergeant.” 

“ * Of what arms are you ? ” asked the sergeant. 

“ ‘ I am an old Amurski Cossack who has passed 
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through the reserve category, and I have volunteered 
for service in the Ural voisko, my sergeant,’ said 
Ivan Shtcherbakoff in a pleading voice. 

“ ‘ But, then, that is a foolish kind of lie which 
you have told,’ said the sergeant, ‘ seeing that 
no Cossacks are quartered on Dinskaya. Show 
me your correspondence .’ 

“ Ivan Shtcherbakoff had to show this, the paper 
shivering in his dear old hand. He had not a 
word to say. 

“ Meanwhile, one of the other two sergeants 
had been peering at the divisional number on the 
shoulder-straps of Anna Pochowski and of myself, 
and at the regimental number on our cap-bands ; 
and all at once this man cried out : ‘ But what 
in heaven’s name are these two fellows doing 
here ? ’ 

“At that terrible moment I could hardly keep 
from laughing when I saw the foolish face which 
Anna Pochowski turned up to the man ; and this 
throe of laughter did me good, giving me as it were 
a fresh start in life. I managed to whisper to her, 
‘ In the name of God do not betray your sex, 
whatever happens ’ : for what I dreaded most of 
all was to be found out by my father. 

“ The men then began to question us two, and I 
found an answer to most things, for all my wits were 
on the qui vive. They asked if we had taken part 
in the skirmish that afternoon ; I answered, ‘ either 
we or our doubles.’ ‘ Then, why,’ they asked, 
‘had we not returned with our companies to 
barracks ? ’ ‘ Having been touched by lead in the 
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battle,’ I answered, ‘ we thought it within our right 
to enjoy ourselves a little.* 

“ ‘ But did you ever hear of such a thing ? ’ they 
asked one another, chuckling. 

“ ‘ You look pretty green. Are you one of the 
new recruits ? ’ one of them asked me. I nodded. 

“ ‘ But still, you know enough to be aware that 
you are skulkers, and that you are about to pay 
for it with a dozen cuts of the knout, and at least 
fourteen days in the provost-cells. As for you ’ — 
he said this to my old nurse — ‘you are known, 
my man ; you have been looked for sill the afternoon, 
and it may be that your captain will have a word 
to say to you. It is not strange that things turn 
out nastily, if this is the stuff of which the army 
is made. Come along.’ 

We went with them up a steep street and beyond 
the town toward some barracks on a heath. What 
lay before us now I could not guess, but I rejoiced 
that these sergeants, though they had taken upon 
themselves to arrest us, were not of our own 
regiment, and evidently did not know the faces 
of the men whose clothes we wore ; and I found 
the chance to whisper again to Anna Pochowski : 
‘ Stick to me this once more, do not betray your 
sex.* 

“ The walk was long ; on the top of the heath 
we could see far off the lighted windows of the 
barracks, like those of some palace in strange 
lands, but no living thing, except a few camels 
and cattle browsing. Only the sergeants spoke. 
My old nurse strode by my side with a straight 
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neck, like a man being led to the guillotine and 
having no remark to make about it, only knowing 
that so the matter stands. I was weary when we 
reached the barrack-gate, weary of my misfortunes 
and of the musket. As the two sergeants passed 
the sentry into the quadrangle, one of them 
said to Ivan Shtcherbakoff ‘ this way ’ ; my old 
nurse then caught my hand in a secret grip that 
hurt me, whispered into my ear the words : ‘ for- 
give the old man,’ and strode away after the ser- 
geant. I have never seen him since. He may be 
dead. 

“ Anna Pochowski and I were led another way 
to a small door near a comer of the courtyard, 
and thence through the building to a room in which 
a piquet of six soldiers lounged in their undress 
round a stove. Our sergeant spoke a few words 
to them, then looked at the matricular numbers 
on our uniforms, and left us standing there. A 
yard or two away I could hear the tread of a sentry 
whom I could not see. 

“ ‘ Ah, Anna Pochowski,’ I now said, taking 
my poor Anna aside, 4 we are in a fix now, we two, 
and this is what your love for me has brought you 
to. But will you be brave still, and not let me fall 
into my father’s hands ? Think how, if you had 
a sweetheart, you would wish to be with him, for 
you know a girl’s heart and the hunger that is in 
it, and think of our confusion of face if we are found 
out : so let us be women, equal to anything, and 
more than equal. Whatever is about to happen 
to us, it may not be for long, for my father is going 
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away, and in a few days, when we see our way, 
we can say what we are. Promise me not to scream, 
not to faint. . . . You do not hold the bayonet 
well, Anna Pochowski ’ — so I kept on pleading 
with her, kissing her cheeks behind the men’s 
backs, while she stared upon the ground ; till an 
elderly man with a sword at his belt came in and 
stood looking at us over the rim of his spectacles 
for some time, as if we were strange sheep. I 
think he was a provost-marshal, and with him was 
the quartermaster-sergeant who had brought us • 
there, and an army-gendarme in a light-blue tunic. 

“ ‘ Well, Alen Blinow, and you, Martin Alex- 
androw,’ said the elderly man at last, ‘what fly 
has stung you, that you have taken leave of your 
senses ? ’ 

“We did not answer. I understood that he 
had got our names from the register by means of 
our matricular numbers reported to him by the 
sergeant ; and I rejoiced that he had no inkling of 
the truth. 

“ ‘ Well, put them in the guard-room till to- 
morrow morning,’ said he, whereat we went after 
the gendarme to a near door, at which a sentry 
was pacing. We entered, our muskets were taken 
from us, and the door was locked behind us. 

“ A sloping bench as broad as the length of a 
man ran round the walls, with three prisoners 
lying asleep on it. We sat there, and on laying 
my hand on Anna Pochowski’s, I could feel it ice- 
cold through her two-fingered cloth-glove and my 
own. 
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“There I sat all the night, shaking with cold, 
yet as it were not feeling it, I was so lost in greater 
woes. It seemed to me strange that things should 
be so hard on a young girl who had not meant to 
do any harm. 

“But, as I sat — it was near morning then — 
a key turned in the lock, the door flew open, and 
a voice cried out : * Martin Alexandrow, come to 
the roll-call of your company.’ 

“ I knew that I was Martin Alexandrow, for I 
had been so addressed during the night. I stood 
up. Anna Pochowski was fast asleep. I could 
just see her face in the faint light, and gave it a 
lingering look, for I understood that it must be 
something important which caused them to bring 
me out of prison before my trial. Then I followed 
the gendarme who had called me. 

“ That was three months ago, and from that 
moment I have never seen or heard anything of 
Anna Pochowski. Ah, Yoshio, what fate have 
I brought upon those two loving hearts that came 
over the world with me ? You should love me 
well, mon ami. 

“ The gendarme gave me my bayonet, and then 
walked so fast that I had to run to keep up with 
him. We went out into a courtyard, and there I 
saw a company drawn up in column of sections, 
with a young captain and his subalterns moving 
about. The morning was still dark. 

“ I was led toward my rank, which was forward 
near the drums ; at the left end of it was a space 
for a small man, for we dress by sizes from the 
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right, and I fell in. It was the place of the man whose 
clothes I wore, who also must have been a small 
fellow, for which reason, no doubt, Ivan Shtcherbakoff 
had chosen him to strip from among the other dead. 
The men of my squad evidently knew that Martin 
Alexandrow was dead, for they took no notice of 
me, taking me for one of the new arrivals from 
Russia drafted into the company, in which there 
were a good many new faces that morning ; but 
when, at the roll-call, I answered to the name of 
Martin Alexandrow, the fellow on the right said 
to me, ‘ What, the same name, too ? ’ to which I 
answered, ‘ It is a common name enough.’ 

“ The fact that our sergeant called out that name 
proved to me that the captain had had me brought 
out of the guard-room in the belief that I was really 
Martin Alexandrow, who had been out of bounds, 
and had been put under arrest for it. As the com- 
pany had received hurried marching-orders during 
the night, and had to be in full strength, this 
Martin Alexandrow had been sent for from the 
guard-room ; but when I answered to his name, 
those about me, who knew Martin Alexandrow 
very well, took me to be one of the new men with 
the same name. 

“ Our young Captain Avd&tch, as I afterwards 
heard, was a new man, just promoted ; the former 
captain had been killed in the previous day’s skir- 
mish. 

“ Cartridges were given out to us, and when the 
sun rose we were marching over the country with 
Karinsk at our backs. I looked everywhere then, 
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hoping to see Anna Pochowski in the ranks, but 
she must have belonged to another company of 
that battalion. I have not seen my poor Anna 
since. 

“ It turned out, mon ami, that I was No. 4 in 
the 3rd sub-section of the 2nd company of the 2nd 
battalion of the 69th regiment, my division being 
the 17th. Was it not a complicated office for 
Nadine Devriloff to fill ? 1 who was always thought 
to be in some way specially a thing of petticoats ! 
I have often wondered, as I marched along in my 
top-boots, what Madame or some of my amies de 
cceur and adorers would have said to see me in that 
galley ! Some would have shed tears, and all would 
have spent years in finding out witty things to 
say about my fix : but destiny, it seems, does not 
mind being tittered at, and Madame the Sphinx 
can stand a jest without making any answer, or 
changing her stark smile. Still, it was too bad. 
Not far before me the marker, with the company’s 
flag on his bayonet, stalked like a man gone foolish 
with pride, and in order to keep step I had to 
stretch my poor bijou legs, not made for such work, 
while round me stalked the two hundred stupid 
fellows, never dreaming what a basket of bonbons 
was in their midst. It was a cold day, though 
bright, most of our road lying under ice, yet I was 
soon hot and tired, and how I kept on to the end 
of that march I do not know ; the later marches, 
however, became less toilsome to me. 

“What pleased me was that we were going 
toward the south-east, and nearer to you, and I 
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thought to myself, ‘ I will wait till I believe myself 
out of danger from my father, then I will stand out as 
a free girl ’ ; on the other hand, I was frightened 
at the thought that Anna Pochowski might be 
given the knout, whereupon her sex would be shown, 
even if she did not blurt out everything when it 
came to the point of being flogged. 

“ My right hand neighbour, a middle-aged car- 
penter of Perm who was my lance-corporal, asked 
me from what batch of recruits I had been picked 
to fill the place of his comrade, Martin Alexandrow, 
whom he had seen shot in the skirmish, and before 
I could answer he added that in that skirmish he 
himself had bayonetted five Japanese one after 
the other as one might pin spiders — a boast which 
caused a noise of jeering to arise all round him. 
I told him that new men were just then being 
chosen by lot out of the Kovel infantry-regiments 
in order to fill up the infantry-regiments at the 
front, and that I had only arrived at Karinsk 
the day before. I had indeed to say many things, 
if I wished to be polite and answer questions. 

“The fact was, that I was where I was as the 
result of two mistakes made by two different sets 
of people, the first set being the men who, in search- 
ing for Ivan Shtcherbakoff, had taken it upon 
themselves to seize Anna Pochowski and me at the 
railway station, without knowing by face the two 
dead men whose uniforms we wore. The new cap- 
tain also believed me, till he saw my face at the 
first halt, to be the Martin Alexandrow whom he 
knew ; whereas my messmates and others, in the 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE YELLOW WAVE 


176 

second set, believed me to be one of the new men 
with the same name. 

“ The second fellow to my right, a simple peasant 
with a nose like Cyrano de Bergerac’s, began to cry 
out upon my youth, asking if I was yet of the 
military age, which is eighteen among us ; in fact, 
I became the point of interest of all my squad when 
the sun rose, one clown hitting it very near when 
he said, ‘ He should be still in a girls’ school, the 
boy ’ ; another asked, ‘ But who could have done 
his hair-cutting ’ ? while a fellow named Grigory 
Khartoy, a young mechanic, was taken with such 
a hankering for me, that in some days it became 
painful, for he would not let me be in peace with 
his kindnesses and offers. 

“ We halted on the top of a rising ground about 
ten o’clock ; our advanced guard came in, the roll 
was called again, and I had for my breakfast cold 
water, some biscuit from my haversack, and groats 
without any taste, till one added salt, which we 
also carried in our haversacks. The lot of the 
soldier is indeed hard, so if they enjoy themselves 
outrageously in their moments of freedom, that is 
not strange : there sometimes came upon me hours 
when I felt myself driven to do something aston- 
ishing, to dance in the ranks, or insult the flag, or 
box an officer’s ears, anything to show that I was 
no ordinary type of soldier ; but I understood that 
discipline is a good thing, too. 

“ However, I had in my pockets some Malakoff 
chocolates and some cigarettes, taken from my skirt 
at the inn at Karinsk, for Anna Pochowski had 
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brought a lot of such things from St. Petersburg, 
and of these I ate some. I had also some twenty 
roubles with which to buy things at the canteen. 

“ While we were breakfasting our new captain, 
whose name was Avd&tch, stepped about among 
the men, to see that they were properly fed, making 
remarks to one or another ; and presently, coming 
up to me, he says, * Hullo, and who are you ? ’ 

“‘I am called Martin Alexandrow, my captain,’ 
said I. 

“ ‘ But you are not the Martin Alexandrow who 
was under arrest last night ? * says he. 

“ ‘ No, my captain,’ said I. 

“ ‘ Then, whereabouts is that fellow ? ’ says he. 

“ ‘ I could not tell you, my captain,’ said I. 

“ ‘ Are you,’ says he, ‘ one of the fifteen who 
came before me last night ? ’ 

“ I shrank from answering this, for though I did 
not mind giving false impressions, I had so far 
made no false statement, but I had to answer, * Yes, 
my captain.’ 

“ ' I do not remember ’ he began, but was 

now interrupted by a lieutenant who came up and 
spoke to him, whereat they two went off together. 
I was sorry then that he did not stay to thresh the 
matter out with me, for I was sure that no busy 
company-captain would be able to tinmask me, 
since I did not wish to be unmasked ; in fact, a 
man’s mind, especially when troubled with other 
cares, is not quick enough to track the dodgings of 
a girl’s ; but perhaps it was better that he went 
away then, for he never spoke to me of the matter 
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afterwards — he hardly had the chance, I think, for 
we were busily trying to get into touch with a body 
of the enemy from that day. 

“ As I was finishing my breakfast, up comes my 
friend, Grigory Khartoy, smiling at me, and asking 
why it was that my left eye is not so large as the 
right ; this little thing seemed to engage this fellow’s 
curiosity. I told him that it was no matter, and 
not to allow his head to be bothered about my 
eyes : so he went away for the time. Meantime, 
some markers with a sub-lieutenant were sent out 
to mark out the next bivouac, and we were all soon 
on the road again, arriving at three p.m. at the 
head of a valley, where I saw three camps, beside 
a small one on the hills beyond, and men moving 
about among them, with cooking-fires, mobs of 
horses and cattle, parks of baggage, and batteries 
of cannon ; all arms were there, and one could see 
that something was happening, or was about to 
happen, for staff-adjutants, aides-de-camp and 
despatch-riders were going about between the 
camps and the village ; and while my company 
still stood to arms, a tall old man, with silver 
aiguillets and a black-velvet collar on his frock- 
coat, cantered up with his staff and an escort to 
review us. He was our general of division, Count 
Vladimir Pushkin. 
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the prisoner of war ( continued ) 

“ f | 'HERE were there a full brigade of infantry, 
X with two companies of our battalion 
beside my own, and I do not know how much 
cavalry and artillery. Nor were we allowed much 
repose that night, I myself being twice roused 
before daybreak from the deepest sleep which, I 
suppose, I have ever had. The three companies 
of our battalion bivouacked by themselves in three 
lines of tents, with the arms piled before the tents, 
and a bivouac-fire at each end of each line. I and 
five others had a tent near the right end of the 
second line. I was asleep with my belt loosed, 
when I was roused and marched off by the sergeant 
of the guard to stand sentry upon the treasure- 
chest at the rear. I do not know if any enemy was 
thought to be near, but there was going on a great 
business of bivouac-guards, with a chain of double 
sentries on the flanks, with front and rear guards, 
with a waking picket, and with officers on duty. 
I stood sentry a weary time, watching with envy 
another sentry before the commanding-officer’s 
tent in a line with my ‘ treasure-chest,’ for he was 
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by a fire which he poked anon with his bayonet 
and threw fir-cones upon it ; but I had no fire, and 
the sky, which was thronged with stars, looked 
down without any pity upon poor lost me. It was 
no fun, and I thought that leaving one’s home and 
bed to seek one’s husband may become a hard case. 
Just behind the officers' tents something kept on 
growling in a low voice, and the thought that it 
was a wolf put me in fear, and left me no peace. 

“ As soon as I got back to my tent I rolled myself 
afresh in my blanket and the snow, and had slept 
but ten minutes (as it seemed to me), when the 
reveillec was being sounded, though it was still 
quite dark. My five fellows were on their feet, 
drowsy and growling, so I, too, jumped up, wretched 
enough, yet interested at having a share in all this 
starlit to-do and strange way of life. I saw my 
messmates wiping moisture from their rifles, and 
I wiped mine ; I saw them taking down the tent, 
and I helped them ; each took a sixth part of it to 
carry with him, so I took a sixth part. Whatever 
I saw them do I copied. 

“We formed again in column, were given the 
command to march, and started out, I did not 
know whither, nor, I am sure, did any one else. 
In ten minutes the bugle blew the halt, and so it 
went on, for at one moment our section was run- 
ning, and at another standing still, looking for the 
main body in the darkness, so that after two hours, 
when the day broke, we could not have covered 
three versts, and then we had to send out vedettes 
to find out where the two regiments were to which 
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we and some cavalry were acting as advanced- 
guard. Whatever, therefore, was the aim of this 
night-march, it was not fulfilled, and so with all 
the war that I have seen so far — a string of blunders 
on both sides ; perhaps an equal number of women 
would have managed it all more artfully. 

“ What we were marching for was to ambush 
a column of the enemy that was making north- 
westward about thirty miles away — so I heard ; 
but even when the sun was up it was seen that this 
could not be done, for a thaw had set in, and one 
for the first time felt in the air that spring was 
coming. Everything softened, flowed and slushed ; 
the company-horses floundered in it, the carts went 
on their side, and I spent five wretched days of 
soldier’s-life on this account, being nearly always 
wet to the skin, so that how I did not become ill I 
do not yet know. 

“ Meanwhile, we went from point to point as we 
received orders, keeping touch always with the 
brigade behind. On the third night my company 
was told off for outpost to the whole force, and I 
could not have dreamt of such an experience, for 
it poured with rain all the time, was very dark, and 
there was a strangeness in the scenes and sounds 
about me all that night which gave me a feeling 
of dreaming, or of being in another world. 

“ We had come to some rather broken country 
with woods and hills, and had halted for food, as the 
sun set behind the rain. When the brigade, too, 
bivouacked a mile or so in our rear, a rider galloped 
out of it with a despatch for Captain Avd6itch, 
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who, on reading it, picked three fellows out of my 
section, and sent them on ahead at the quick. As 
soon as these had disappeared beyond a ridge of 
the hill in front, our lieutenant called out four 
squads of us, and marched us off, bringing with us 
a Manchu man who had been forced to come with 
us from a village that morning. We went on for 
fully a mile, wading through two brooks of melting 
ice on the way, the Manchu fellow pointing anon, 
till we came to a cross-road, where we were halted, 
divided into four groups, and spread out two or 
three miles along the cross-road. 

“ I and the three men with me were one of the 
two middle groups, and I was given to understand 
that we two middle groups were examining posts, 
while the two end groups were mere posts; the 
lieutenant told us that the password was * Bayonets,’ 
and the countersign .* St. John ’ — an ironical thing, 
I thought, and the fellow made us repeat after him 
‘ Bayonets,’ * St. John,’ so that I had to laugh. 
When he had pointed out to us just where we were 
to stay, he and the Manchu ran away back behind 
the sheet of rain. 

“The night came suddenly, the rain poured. 
My friend Grigory Khartoy and I sat together on 
the ground in a pine wood, but the wood was not 
thick, and gave us no shelter. We were not to 
sleep, nor to loosen our belts, though we might take 
off our knapsacks. 

“ Some yards in front of us sat our lance-corporal 
on a path that ran down a hillock, and thirty or 
forty yards in front of him our fourth man, a simple 
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peasant who often made me laugh, stood sentry 
on a piece of ploughed land with his knapsack on 
his back ; but we could not see him, it was so dark. 

“ Grigory Khartoy presently found a kind of 
deep and wide ditch in the wood, and crouching 
down in there we found some shelter among ferns 
and bushes, whereupon he put his arm about me, 
and crossing himself every minute, kept on telling me 
tales about ghosts, miracles and tokens which he 
or his friends had witnessed. 

“ In this he was stopped by a sound of horses’ 
hoofs, upon which we both rushed out into the 
path through the wood, he shouting out : ‘ Halt ! 
who goes there ? What is the password ? ’ To 
this a voice cried back : ‘ What is the countersign ? ’ 
Grigory Khartoy then called out sharply : ‘ St. 
John ! * whereat the voice called back sharply : 
‘ Bayonets ! * I could not help smiling at this, 
St. John had so little to do with bayonets when he 
was alive. 

It was only two mounted patrols under an officer 
who had come out from the main-guard to visit us, 
for half-a-mile behind us, Grigory Khartoy told 
me, was a body of some thirty men acting as our 
supports, while half-a-mile behind these supports 
was the rest of our company, forming our main- 
guard, which main-guard had to send out patrols 
every hour or so to visit the supports and the posts, 
so that it was a tangled business, for beside these 
visiting-patrols from the main-guard, there was 
much coming and going of men in the dark; 
about midnight a squad of flying-patrols, who were 
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sent out on horseback in order to gain information, 
passed through our posts ; and there were others, 
both mounted and on foot, whose business I did 
not know. One party of five caused me to fire off 
my musket, for I had been told to fire if I saw any- 
thing, and had no time to give warning. My turn 
had come to stand sentry, and I was out alone in 
the darkness, unable to see any of the three others 
in their places behind me, when I heard sounds 
and saw forms rising upon me through the rain. 
My feeling of responsibility was great, for I knew 
that at that moment I was the outermost guard of 
the company, which was the outermost guard of 
the brigade, so that everything hung upon me ; and 
as the forms which I saw were coming toward, and 
not from, our army, the wild thought struck me 
that they must be Japanese. ‘ Who goes there ? * 
I called out, and as an answer did not come very 
promptly, I forgot about calling three times, lost 
my wits, and fired like a jay into the air. Before 
the three others behind me could run up I heard 
laughter, and afterwards a great merriment and 
fuss was made over this affair, so that' I did not 
hear the end of it. 

“The ‘Japanese’ of my too zealous fancy 
turned out to be ‘ secret ’ posts, who had been sent 
a long way out in front of the line of posts to make 
observations ; they were then returning. 

“ At last toward daybreak we were relieved, and 
tramped in through slush to the main-guard, where 
half the men were in tents with loosed belts and 
with bivouac-fires. It was like coming home after 
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a shipwreck, I could hardly stand any more, and I 
thought as I threw myself upon the wet ground that 
I had had reason to scent violets on that 25th 
of March, for things were hard on me. 

“ But I made up my mind to bear, and wait, and 
watch my chance, trusting in God, who is the 
befriender of the unfortunate. 

“ I was allowed to sleep hardly four hours when 
we were on the march again. The fact was that a 
body of the enemy was moving about not very far 
from us, but wished to avoid us until it got supports, 
and had managed so far to do this. For three days 
after my wet night on outpost the 2nd and 3rd 
companies were billeted upon a village named 
Tashka, the rest of the force being billeted over a 
valley which lay at our feet, for the troops had 
passed through many hardships within the last 
days, owing to the thaw and other things, and had 
need’of repose. 

“ I with the rest of my squad was put to lodge 
with a rich peasant and his wife who lived near the 
commandant’s house in the middle of the street ; 
they had a daughter of my own age, named Ribkah. 
and the old fellow reminded me of Shylock, though 
I was never sure whether they were Jews or Manchus, 
for they looked like both, as many of those people 
thereabouts do ; but they spoke Russian well. 

“ I spent the evening of our arrival at Tashka 
in helping to put up three finger-posts outside the 
village, and then had to mount guard over the arms 
of us four for two hours in our cottage. In going 
to bed when it was late I found the little Ribkah 
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leaning on the door-post by which I had to pass ; 
she looked shyly at me, and I, not to be backward, 
returned her smile in a mannish way. I was too 
tired to laugh at the little coquette, and throwing 
myself upon the matting under the padded blankets 
that were there for us four, I was at once asleep. 

“The next morning, by the light which each 
billet had to keep burning all night, I saw Grigory 
Khartoy standing over me, waiting for me to wake 
at the reveillee ; and the moment he saw my eyes 
open, he cried out in a glad voice : ‘ Christ is risen ! ’ 
and fell to kissing my face. That was the cry all 
day : ‘ Christ is risen ! ’ but it was a sad Easter 
Day for us when we thought of all the gladness at 
home, and saw ourselves forced to work in many 
sorts of ways, as usual, standing sentry over the 
park of baggage and artillery outside the village, 
over the horses in their stables, at each end of the 
village, at outpost on the alarm-places, and forming 
postal and telegraphic stations to the nearest 
detachment miles away. However, money and 
ikons were given out from the senior officer’s 
quarters, which was a cottage in the middle of the 
village, where the flag hung by day and a lantern 
burned all night ; and with this money those not 
on duty cheered themselves at the canteen and 
drink-shop. There was worship in the little church, 
and some dancing in the street towards even- 
ing. 

“ The next night I was told off by my sergeant 
to be one of an inlying picket of six who had to keep 
awake all night in a room which they called an 
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alarm-quarter. We loosed our belts, took our ease, 
and these fellows rudely jeered at me because I 
would not help to drink their hidden vodka, beside 
speaking grossly, and taking from me my last 
cigarette. I was furious that it was not for the 
moment in my power to order these dogs to be 
flogged. In the morning, before being allowed to 
sleep, I had to water from the village well two 
horses that were in a little stable made of skins at 
the back of my cottage, and while I was in the 
stable doing this, out to me came the little Ribkah 
to flirt with me, and to tell me the tale that her 
father had had to sleep in the fields through having 
forgotten the password overnight, and so being 
refused entrance to the village. She put her hand 
on my arm, and looked up into my face, but I, 
being in an angry mood, said, * No, come, we must 
be serious’ (faut itre sSrteux /), whereat the coquette 
thought fit to turn up her nose at me. 

“ When I had slept, and was having a meal in 
the afternoon with Shylock, his wife, Ribkah, and 
two of my mates, all sitting in a circle on the floor, 
in stepped a sister-of-mercy, whose name was 
Sister Katusha, a sister attached to one of the two 
field-hospitals of our division, which was following 
the 2nd and 3rd companies, and was billeted with 
us upon Tashka. She looked round and said — 

“ ‘ Which of you is Martin Alexandrow ? * 

“ ‘ I am, my sister,’ I answered. 

“ ‘ You are one of six trained stretcher-bearers 
of your company, I think, Martin Alexandrow ? ’ 
said she. 
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“ I had to say yes, for the fellow whose place I 
filled must have been that. 

“ * Then,’ said she, ‘ you will come with me now, 
for the junior surgeon has asked me to get a permit 
for you to help me to-day on the nursing-staff,’ 
and she showed me a paper which she had. 

“ It turned out that one of the junior dressers 
had died that morning, and as the two ambulance- 
wagons of the two companies were nearly full of 
sick men, that was why I was called upon ; so I 
spent an easy and happy day with the sick fellows 
and two of the sisters, the wagons being drawn up 
under a tree in an open space at one end of the 
village. 

“ I was kept on duty a long time there, and 
sitting on one of the spring-beds in the wagon I 
fell asleep ; when I awoke a strange thing happened 
to me, for I did not know who nor where I was. It 
was late in the night, the sky was full of stars, 
three sick men lay about me, but I could not tell 
how I came to be there. This had happened to 
me several times since I had put on soldier’s 
clothes that evening at Karinsk, but never for so 
great a number of seconds before. It was a very 
odd feeling. But even in my waking hours I had 
it, for it would come upon me that I could not be 

Nadine Devriloff, or even Nadine M , and yet 

be where I was, doing what I did. Many of the 
men had fastened upon me the name of ‘ the little 
general,’ because of my small size and proud air, 
and oftentimes the being of this ‘ little general ’ 
and that of Nadine became quite mixed in my 
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head, for the change from what I had been to what 
I was was too big for my mind, and I could not 
realize it clearly. 

“ All of a sudden, while we were still at Tashka, 
one could say ‘ It is spring,’ and the look of every- 
thing changed. The red pines had a fresher air, 
brooks ran without any ice or snow, one saw the 
wild rose, the moon-dahlia, and very soon cherry- 
trees all in their white dress. 

“Then all was movement and the break-up of 
the billet. It was said that we were about to fight 
a battle. All down in the valley bodies of troops 
marched ; squadrons of Cossacks on large white 
horses cantered away with a gay air ; I could 
faintly hear the music of the bands, and see the 
up-hill strain of the artillery-horses. Then, we too, 
moved in our turn, to form a comer of the diamond- 
shape in which I understood that the brigade was 
marching ; and Grigory Khartoy, with his mous- 
tache wet with vodka of the canteen, would say 
to me : * We are only marching to be food for guns, 
but Christ died for us, Martin Alexandrow.’ ” 
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the prisoner of war ( continued ) 

“ /^VN the morning of April 8, the 2nd and 3rd 
V/ were marching along a rather narrow road 
in column of squads, when, at about nine o’clock, 
my heart leapt at an outbreak of firing. It came 
from far away at the top of a blue mountain some- 
what on the left of our front, where part of the 
brigade was on the march, making me think of 
some grim bird of old prattling a little with its 
iron bills in the haze up there, and it was as if I had 
drunk a glass of champagne, I was at once so 
* elevated, ’ by it ! 

“ While we all looked about us, and the halt was 
sounded, two officers with spy-glasses ran past the 
column and beyond a ridge in front ; then, running 
back after some minutes, waved a flag, whereat 
our thicket of bayonets went forward at the quick. 
I felt like running out of school and playing in a 
game, for our soldiers, in their long frock-coats with 
a hood to it, have a very thick, manly, and graceful 
air, and fear was out of the question for me with 
such a mass of them all about me. I went in the 
midst of them stretching out my poor legs, but in 
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the mood of a looker-on, for though I wished them 
high luck, and was proud of them, my mind was 
.made up to shoot no one, since I was not really a 
soldier. 

“We went two versts or more at the quick, 
passing frightened people by the roadside or at 
lonely cottage-doors, anon catching sight of our 
advanced-guard, and hearing ever more strongly 
the drumming of musketry and machine-guns. 
As we began to go up the mountain-slopes, .1 saw 
a little haze rising up near the top, and knew that 
the fighting must be there, for smokeless powder 
still makes a haze and a smell when a lot of it is 
fired by troops in close order ; but we had not gone 
far when all was still, and soon an orderly came 
galloping down the road, whereat we were halted, 
and afterwards went on more slowly. 

“ The trouble had been caused by some mounted- 
infantry scouts taking up a position on our route, 
and sniping at some advanced body of our columns. 
They had been galloped by a couple of troops of 
Cossacks, but not before great damage had been 
done by this handful of rifles, no less than eighteen 
of our men having been knocked over. 

“ We knew now that heavy fighting was near, 
and from that moment for three long days and 
nights the noise of guns was seldom out of my ears, 
for, even as we marched that day, one or other of 
our columns was sprinkling the foreground with 
machine-gun fire wherever bush grew. We were 
said to have * established contact ’ with the enemy. 

“ We passed over much stony country, but in 
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the afternoon came to a greener part, where the 
brigade camped on a plain overgrown with thistle 
and long grass ; and we had hardly been fed and 
rested when every one, including outpost gar- 
risons, were at the work of turning the place into 
a fort. The old Pushkin himself got off his horse to 
make the trace of the big trench, drawing a curving 
line some half a mile long a little to the east of a 
chain of mounds which ran north and south ; when 
this was done, matches were given to a number of 
men, who set fire to the scrub, and the wind being 
from the west, a smoke was soon spreading away 
to the east. By the time these flames had died 
down it was night, and lanterns were lit all along 
the deepening trench. Each of our companies 
carries nearly a hundred spades and axes, beside 
which there were mattocks, pickaxes, and other 
things, so that it was a great business, not only the 
digging, but the making of loopholes by the help 
of boards and flat stones, with officers going up 
and down watching the men ; and I thought when 
I looked down the line of lanterns that we were a 
lot of midnight gravediggers digging our own 
graves. I did this work in quite a heat, I do not 
know why ; it amused and put me in a fuss, and 
though I was soon weary myself, I cheered and 
kept my fellows to it, till one of the clowns asked 
me who the devil I was, with my orders ! 

“ We did not dig all along the trace, but made a 
chain of pits, each to hold twelve men, heaping the 
loose earth on their east edge, with oblong holes in 
it to see and fire through. But all this was not 
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nearly done, when firing was heard to the east, 
whereupon bugles were blowing in the camps behind 
the mounds ; down the line of trenches went the cry, 

‘ cover up the lanterns ! line the trenches I ’ and 
for a time a scene of bustle took place, men pouring 
in hosts at the run over the mounds and between 
them from the camps toward the trenches, the 
trench-diggers running to seize their greatcoats and 
muskets, horses galloping to and fro, orders cried 
out in the darkness, and, growing nearer and nearer 
out of the eastern night, a sound of war, fire-arms 
mixed with a throng of voices shouting in victory, 
at which the heart quailed. 

“ My own curved shelter-pit already had fifteen 
or sixteen of the loopholes finished out of the twenty- 
four which we had to make for us twelve. When 
the firing broke out, I leapt down into the pit, put 
my musket into a loophole, and peeped through. 
It was dark in there, and dark outside ; there was 
no moon ; some drizzle was falling, the marl in my 
trench was soft under my feet. I heard two or 
three speak grimly to themselves through the teeth ; 
our sergeant said : * Thank God, our pouches and 
bandoliers are full * ; and the uproar in the east 
travelled ever nearer to us. 

“ Then I was aware of men running toward us — 
straggling refugees on foot and on horse — from 
one of our outpost garrisons which the enemy had 
driven in ; then I knew that bullets were beginning 
to drop about us, and in the next pit on my right 
I heard the voice of Captain Avd&tch cry out, 
* i>li l * (fire /) All down our line it broke out then, 
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though what they were firing at I did not know, for 
I could see nothing, till a shell burst fifty yards 
before the trench ; about the same time I heard 
cannon behind me, for some of our guns had been 
run up the mounds, and thenceforward the sounds 
of the battle were like the regular sounds made by 
a machine at work, which whizzes, booms, wails, 
sighs, and terribly rattles. The enemy were pouring 
howitzer and musketry-fire all round our position, 
and we were replying with machine-gun, field-gun 
and the rifle. The shouts of Sergeant Krasnas- 
tonoff , who pretended to direct the fire in our pit, 
could hardly be heard by us, and I thought to my- 
self : * I am well in it now, and Anna Pochowski 
should have been here to see my eyes on fire.’ It 
was hell, but I enjoyed it. 

A stream of shrapnel-bullets struck our parapet, 
and broke down a yard of it ; I was aware of the 
earth raining into the trench. But I was not 
afraid : I was too highly awake. 

“ I wished to shoot like the rest, but I did not, at 
least, I do not think so, though I fired a shot for 
every one which they fired, and emptied one of my 
pouches ; but I fired low. There seems to be a tiger 
in men, and a tigress in women ; but I would not 
stain my hands. 

It did not last long, certainly not fifteen minutes, 
for two of our outposts had the enemy’s flanks 
more or less under fire from the rear ; but what 
saved us, unready as we were, was said to be the 
binning of the scrub in the afternoon, for when the 
enemy came within three hundred yards we could 
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guess out with our eyes their front line. Their 
commander must have believed that the grass was 
still there, but it was not, and as things were our 
fire was too hot for any troops. The ground sloped 
downwards to the front in a gentle glacis-like slope 
from our trenches, with hardly any folds in it, and 
our bullets easily made way through the ashes of the 
scrub, which may have even helped us by making 
the enemy lie with a false confidence behind heaps 
which were no real cover. At any rate, their fire 
slackened ; we understood that they were in retreat. 
And now our independent firing ceased, and down 
our trenches a grimmer sound than any broke out — 
a volley ; then others, coming quicker, as it were, 
in short-winded grunts. It made one think of a 
woman as big as the world scraping quickly along 
in clogs, for the cruel noise came almost as regularly 
as the stride of a walker — grate, grate, most harsh. 
Each pit must have done its own volley-firing by 
itself, for general words-of-command could not be 
given in that din ; when it came up to us, Krasnas- 
tonoff directed ours. Sometimes several of the pits 
went off together, splitting one’s ears, and the enemy 
must have felt as if doomsday was cursing after 
their heels. I was glad of this, and my teeth ground 
together. 

Then the officers’ whistles sounded, the guns died 
down, and the affair was over. But there was little 
rest that night for at least half the brigade : for 
some were making the shelter-pits into one long 
trench and making trenches on its flanks ; others 
made cover for the camps and communications 
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west of the mounds ; others turned a brook nearer 
to the mounds, so that the men lining the trenches 
might be able by creeping out at night to fill their 
water-bottles ; and others were sent to a forest far 
away to the west, in order to get wood for fuel and 
for building a sort of tower out there, from which 
the commanding-officer might watch the enemy’s 
movements and the effects of our artillery-fire. We 
seemed to be determined that they should not pass 
any further westward than this point. 

“ As for me, I was put to the worst work, for I 
was one of the stretcher-bearers of my company, 
and the slaughter, especially among the Japanese, 
had been terrible. What I saw that night could not 
be told, and I shed many tears, for now that the 
ecstasy was no more, only that which was piteous, 
cold, and ghastly was left, and I wondered to 
myself that such a thing could be. A crowd of us, 
each with the red cross fastened on his left arm, 
went out over the field with lanterns, and as the 
enemy’s searchers were also abroad, there were 
many straying lights in the dark. Here or there 
one heard a shriek, and then silence, then yonder 
wailings, and then silence. I helped to bear eight, 
one of whom I found out myself moving his hand 
a little under two dead, so as to attract notice ; 
most of them I took on three different journeys, 
first to an advanced dressing-station where they 
were given first-aid, then to the main station, where 
two tents stood, with flags and lanterns hung at 
their doors ; inside these were operating-tables and 
knapsacks full of bandages, and outside were ambu- 
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lance-wagons and stretchers. Among the crowd of 
stretchers lay many wounded waiting to be seen 
to, and they gave out a sound of lamentation, while 
inside the tents the two surgeons and their helps 
were as busy and cool as butchers. It was weary 
work bearing through the fluff of the scrub, but if I 
had not been kept going and coming, perhaps I 
should have fainted ; everybody had on the red 
cross, and this sign is now mixed up in my mind 
with whatever is most sickly and lazar-like. From 
this main station the wounded were carried on to 
the field-hospital, where Sister Katusha with three 
other sisters and some doctors took them. It lasted 
till long past midnight ; a hundred and twenty- 
seven were brought in by our side alone, and among 
them was — what do you think ? — a Japanese girl 
in soldier’s-dress ! It was found out at the main 
dressing-station. I wish that I had seen her, but 
I missed it all, and she died before morning in the 
field-hospital. So each army had its amazon, you 
see ! The thing got abroad among our men, and 
there was no end to the curiosity it aroused, so that 
for two days many could talk of little else. They 
did not think that the same fact was under their 
very eyes ! But men cannot perceive anything. 
I have heard my father tell of an English lady who 
was an army-doctor forty years, and her sex was 
only found out after her death, when she did not 
mind. 

“ The work was over at last, and I got a little 
sleep in my camp, which had some artificial cover, 
being in a hollow, of which the east side was dug 
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away and made steep, and good grazing inside for 
the horses. 

“ When I was roused the sun was up. I was alone 
in my tent, and I sat thinking to myself, * their 
attack is as determined as our defence,’ for at more 
than one point to the far east one could hear firing. 
The bugles of the 2nd and 3rd were calling the ‘ form 
company-columns ’ with their cantering throats, 
so I and the other eleven stretcher-bearers only 
just managed to get some breakfast, and I ran to 
take my place eating as I ran. Two of us no longer 
answered to the roll-call that morning ! 

“ We had been ordered to go to the support of 
an outpost to the east ; and with our echelon of 
baggage and two guns we started out, the drums 
beating before us, the morning clear and warm. 

“ We marched past the mounds over some thou- 
sand yards of burnt plain, and afterwards entered 
upon more broken country. Only at one point to 
the north-east could some firing be faintly heard ; 
elsewhere the attacks had cried off for the time. 

“ We marched six or seven versts which were a 
pain to me, for a boot-nail had come through my 
left foot-bandages, and was like a thorn in my con- 
science all that day. A squadron of Cossacks from 
the camps came up with us and trotted past — some 
hundred and forty men and horses ; and it seemed 
to me that nothing could ever conquer them. 

“ The attack upon the mountain which we were 
sent to hold was renewed as we came near it ; 
our commanding-officer, Major Sulkowski, having 
put our ammunition-carts and ambulance-wagons 
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under cover of a cliff, with red flags on the carts, 
marched us up a rocky footpath ; on lower ground 
half a mile to the left I saw the squadron of Cossacks 
drawn up in column of sixes. Our fighting-line was 
in trenches on the further slope of the mountain, 
and on our slope were a small headquarters’ signal- 
ling-station and supply-store, with a dressing- 
station lower down. I saw men far up bearing the 
wounded from the trenches, and I wondered at this, 
for though the dressing-station may have been 
under cover, it hardly seemed so from where we 
were, and small pompom-shrapnel was bursting 
about the top of the mountain. I asked myself 
‘ how if one of the wounded be again wounded ? ’ 
for I knew that I must faint, if I saw such a thing. 

“ The din grew as we got well up the slope, 
coming mainly from the enemy, for a few only of our 
firing-line seemed to have been told off to keep up 
fire, the rest reserving theirs — strict fire-discipline, 
you know, is the army’s strong point, as my father 
always says. But, as we others stood halted in line 
two hundred yards from the top, firing broke out 
from our whole firing-line. The Japanese firing-line 
was then so near to ours that they had actually 
cheered for the charge ; but they broke before our 
thundering trenches, and took to flight. At once 
we heard the charge sounding from our side, whereat 
a body of reserves near the top ran forward over 
the ridge, to fight ; and we also, called by signal 
from the station, ran up, deployed by sections, and 
lay down under any sort of cover on the ridge. 

“Our firing-line, joined by their reserve, had 
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now leapt their trenches, and had run down in pur' 
suit or counter-attack. For a time I could see little, 
for some folds of the mountain side made dead 
ground ’at the bottom, but presently the pursuit 
spread out over a reach of meadow-land dotted with 
woods and houses, and we saw all. They looked 
quite small, and yet dear, down there, the morning 
was so bright, and we at the top lay watching a long 
time the drama below, the runnings and stoppages 
to fire, till on a sudden, our men were checked by 
an outbreak of fire from a hill somewhat on their 
left flank, where the enemy’s reserves had taken 
up a position ; yes, our men stopped, and in one 
minute nothing could be more utter than their rout. 
They were not very spread out, fell fast, and fled. 
Ah, that was a sight. We on the mountain-top 
could do nothing, for, even if the enemy had been 
within range, our troops in the plain were rdativdy 
too near to them for us on the mountain to fire. 
But other hdp soon appeared which I did not look 
for — the Cossacks ; out they rode on their tall 
horses from between two spurs of our mountain, 
and I clapped my hands, I can see them again now, 
the wild white horses raging together, with their 
wild captain ten yards in front of all, calling them, 
as still quicker the hundreds of thin legs drummed 
the ground with a steady rise of haste from a hand- 
gallop to a field-gallop, and from a field-gallop to 
a flood. I thought that nothing could live before 
their sabres : but I was mistaken in this. 

“ The firing-line of the enemy, driven from our 
mountain, had rallied when their reserves opened 
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fire from a hill upon their pursuers, and our firing 
line, too, after having been thrown back by the new 
fire from the hills, rallied when they saw the 
Cossacks coming ; and these two firing-lines, lying 
down among bush, wood, lanes and ditches, at 
terribly close quarters poured fire upon each other. 
We soon lost sight of them, for a village near 
by, breaking into flames, rolled them in smoke. 
Neither was a large body, both were disorganized, 
and it was said that the Japanese lacked cart- 
ridges ; but on both sides scores were killed. As 
for the Cossacks they dashed by, and seemingly 
over, the north flanks of these foot-fighters, taking 
no notice of them, but racing for the hill, whence 
the enemy’s reserves were pouring all sorts of fire 
upon them, while our guns, too, on the mountain, 
shelled the hill, which we more or less commanded, 
at long range. 

“ The Cossacks, meantime, were being feist 
knocked over, men and horses, though they had 
spread out over a common and were riding like the 
wind ; till at last they gained some dead ground 
under the flank of the hill, where two-thirds of 
them leapt off, even as the horses still ran, every 
first and third man throwing their bridles to every 
second man, whereupon the braves could be seen 
running on foot, extending, and then storming 
the hill with hardly any cover. 

“ I wished that I had a glass, for at that distance 
all forms were as miniature as those seen in the 
pupil of one’s eye. It was hard to follow, but what 
really happened was this : that the Cossacks, after 
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a terrible fight, in which they lost a third of their 
number, took the enemy’s trenches, but, on dash- 
ing upon them, found them— empty. It was said 
that the Japanese had retired from their trenches 
by twos and threes down a covered retreat — a fold 
in the hillside — and had quietly taken up a new 
position further back under natural cover, though 
it is strange that we on the mountain-top did not 
notice anything of this. Perhaps, if the truth were 
known, only a few of them were ever in the front 
trenches, with orders to retire to the second line 
some time before the charge ; at any rate, when 
the Cossacks, hot with victory, leapt upon the 
empty front trenches, they were met with a wither- 
ing shock at close quarters from the enemy’s second 
position. Think of their plight, their wretched 
case ! They were perishing like sheep before they 
could look round them : and they fled like 
sheep. 

“ Happily, most of the hillside was dead ground 
from the enemy’s second position, and half of the 
Cossacks got back to their horses, which were led 
to meet them ; but they raced back faster than 
they went, if that could be, cutting down and tramp- 
ling on the way part of the enemy’s first firing-line, 
which was once more in retreat before ours. When 
they again came near our mountain, they were trot- 
ting in good order, but sadly, many of the saddles 
were without riders, and they passed back defeated 
up the glen from which they had ridden out so 
grandly an hour before. 

“ It was then that we on the mountain-top 
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received orders to fill the trenches left empty by 
our firing-line, for the enemy’s reserve had again 
taken up their front position on the hill, and were 
firing upon our firing-line down in the fields, though 
it looked as if they must shoot their own men as 
well as ours. Perhaps they did ; anyway, our firing- 
line was again retiring. 

“ Having left two sections in reserve, therefore, 
we ran down the mountain-side, which in some parts 
was very steep, and in some almost level, till we 
came to the trenches, and these we lined in a pell- 
mell way, no one quite knowing where his place was. 
In three of the flank trenches we found a row of 
forage-caps stuck up on sticks, in order to draw 
the enemy’s fire, and these three trenches we still 
left empty, though there were hardly loopholes 
enough in the others for our two companies. It 
was then about noon. 

“ Down in the plain our infantry were retiring 
in a very broken line, made up of squads, but with 
some rearguard firing, and without haste ; in half 
an hour they, too, passed from our sight up the 
little valley by which the Cossacks had gone. 

“ Then the useless long-range gun-fire which 
had been going on all the time died down ; and all 
was quiet for some hours. 

“ I was eating lukewarm groats out of my can 
when I was again called upon to go down to ambu- 
lance work. I shall remember groats all my life : 
I had grown to hate even the sight of it ; but we 
were on half meat-rations, and there was little else. 
I did not look thin, however, not then, as I do now ; 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



204 


THE YELLOW WAVE 


nor was the food the worst of it, but the ugly faces 
and beings of my companions, and the dirt and 
wretchedness which were giving camp-fever to a 
number of us. I must be very strong, for what 
caused strong men to break down left me well. 

“ Captain Avd6itch called me to him one evening 
when we were in bivouac some days before the fight- 
ing began, gave me a rouble, and said, * go out and 
buy a fowl for me, if you can, but whether you can 
buy it or not, bring it, for you look like a gaol-bird 
with those eyes ’ ; and in order to get it, I had to 
hide in a pond an hour — I got two, in fact, though 
he never saw more than one — but it did not make 
me ill, nor did the great thaw, nor my often filthy 
hands, feet, body and clothes. 

“ Well, late in the afternoon, I was back in my 
trench from the ambulance-work, with my hands 
and front all red afresh ; and now, the wounded 
being done with, another attack began. 

“ If I had not loved the army, I should have 
wished then that the enemy would take our position, 
in order that I might give myself a prisoner : for I 
never, except once, had any fear of being killed, 
since I saw that there were many chances against 
any given person being killed, and I believed that 
those chances would save me, whomever else they 
might not save. I dare say that this sort of self- 
conceit is the reason that any one is got to fight at 
all, for each knows that some will not be shot, and 
he thinks that since Providence has a special care 
of him, he will be among these. I certainly felt 
in that way, and I was right, you see, for I was not 
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killed. When the danger and uproar was hugest, I 
was of course ‘ elevated,’ but I generally felt that, 
since I had nothing to do with the matter, it 
would be very unfair if I were shot, so I left the 
outcome in the hand of God, believing that He 
would yet bring me to my sweetheart. 

“ That evening the enemy’s firing-line, which 
had been reinforced, twice came within three hundred 
yards of our position on the mountain-slope, and 
was twice driven back. Would you believe that 
both times they concentrated fire upon those poor 
rows of forage-caps on sticks in three of our flank 
trenches ? And this childish thing may have caused 
their defeat, for it is a rule in the army to fire hotly 
upon that part of the enemy which is opposite the 
part of our line upon which they fire hotly, so our 
men poured fire upon their flanks, since they were 
pouring fire upon our dummy ones, and their flanks 
giving way, the whole line retired for the second 
time as night fell. We had no killed, and only 
seven wounded, two by bullets coming through 
loopholes, and five in the trench next to mine by a 
shrapnel-shell from the hill to the left where the 
Cossacks had been killed : it had struck inside the 
left end of the trench, and the bullets had ricochetted 
down the length of it, wounding those five. 

“ That night the companies’ ambulance-wagons 
crawled back to the fidd-hospital of the brigade 
quite loaded with the sick and dying ; those who 
could walk had to drag themselves along on foot 
beside the Wagons. I was with them. Two of 
those on foot stopped midway, we could not get 
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them to come on, and they were left out there on 
the plain for I do not know how many hours. Their 
sick eyes must have seen the stars in a strange light 
that night, poor fellows. 

“ Our two companies did not hold the mountain- 
fort during the night, but were relieved by others, 
and marched back to camp ; nor were we too soon, 
just escaping an attack on the march, for the enemy 
had broken through at some small post to the south- 
east, and we were no sooner back in camp than 
shell-fire, perhaps aimed during the day, began 
upon it. As for me, I was very sleepy, and though 
fire was bursting all about, it no longer even inter- 
ested me. I was getting used to it : and wrapping 
myself in my blanket, I slept soundly to that rough 
lullaby. 

“ Once when I stirred a little, I heard in my dream 
both musketry and gun-fire, I did not know where, 
and I did not care. 

“The next morning, when we stood to arms. 
Captain Avd6itch made a speech, saying that Major 
Sulkowski had been complimented by the general 
on the conduct of the two companies the day before, 
and ikons of St. Vladimir were given out to us all. 
Our company had to go alone to relieve a garrison 
to the north ; and we set out to do this in a drizzle 
which lasted all day. 

“Our new post was on a plateau about fifteen 
feet high at its north end, which end looked down 
pretty steeply upon a pond and some marshy ground. 
Away on either hand were mountains. On the 
south the plateau sloped away to the level of the 
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plain, with some trees and bush on it, and in the 
middle of it a hollow place in which our baggage 
was quite safe. Along the higher north edge a line 
of shelter-pits had been dug the day before, but 
without any particular head-cover, the diggers no 
doubt thinking that the pond at their feet, which 
spread a long way out, would keep the enemy far 
enough off. It was a lonely place, I could not see 
a house anywhere, and there we spent an idle long 
day, hearing a croaking of frogs and to the south- 
east a booming of cannon which after a time one 
only heard when one listened for it, and then muffled, 
like a gong struck by something woolly, while all 
the day the drizzle drizzled and streamed down our 
muskets. 

“ It was only about four in the afternoon that 
two scouts galloped in from the highlands to our 
right with the news that some companies of the 
enemy were making gun-emplacements on a hill 
four versts to the north-east, and near sunset the 
pond began to spout with shells bursting. We 
others lined the trenches, I in one of the middle 
ones with five others under my lieutenant. With 
our boots three inches under mud and water we 
stood there. 

“ At first the shells fell hundreds of yards short, 
but it was soon dear that our position had been 
spied out, and that they were getting the range. 
I believe that the setting sun shining a little through 
the drizzle upon our bayonets may have shown us 
to them ; and I have since thought it a childish 
thing for our soldiers to go about everywhere with 
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bayonets fixed : but the army is so * conservative,’ 
you see ! they will not change anything. 

“ At any rate, in half-an-hour the cannonade 
had become searching, and I am sure that I never 
witnessed one so bullying, so solemn, so changeless 
in its rigour. The bleak nightfall helped to make 
it seem as if Heaven was angry with us, and was 
growing louder and louder with threats to over- 
whelm us. Our end of the plateau and the pond 
were covered with glare and drifting smoke. The 
wind was from the south : I did not know if the 
firing would be heard in camp, or if supports would 
be sent us. We crouched under the north wall of 
the trenches, and I felt, though I did not see, that 
men were being wounded about me. 

“ It was pretty dark when musketry-fire began 
upon us from the north. Who were firing, or where 
they were, I did not know, for I felt awed, and I 
simply would not lift my head to look out. I doubt 
if any one else did. Our lieutenant called out his 
* tovs l ’ and his ‘ pit / ’ and we fired, but without 
much aiming, I am certain. Why the men had 
not been put to throwing up proper parapets during 
the day I am not sure, but I think that it was the 
pond which somehow made us feel safe. 

“ It lasted a long time, shells bursting with awful 
nearness to us, and we pouring out a quick fire at 
we hardly knew what. In the midst of it a stupid 
thing happened to me, for my section-commander 
put his hand on my back, and told me to run and 
report to Captain Avd6itch that ammunition was 
getting low. It was very disagreeable. I wished 
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to tell him ‘ you had better go yourself,* but did 
not ; I did not like it though, my blood went chilly. 
And the fellow made me shout the message after 
him in the noise of the firing. 

“ However, I did it. Having climbed out, I ran 
the gauntlet with a stoop, a distance of perhaps 
fifty yards, then back. Soon afterwards a man 
lying on his face above us handed us down a zinc 
box of cartridges, which were given out. But ten 
minutes later the enemy’s musketry-fire suddenly 
stopped. 

“ I wondered, I remember, why this was : it 
seemed strange. 

“ It must have been about eight in the night 
then. I wished that the battle would stop, but 
the artillery-fire was coming, if anything, hotter. 
A shell bursting on the edge of the bank over the 
pond threw a splinter which pitched into my trench, 
ricochetted, and struck a man named Paul Peresviet. 
I heard him horribly cry out, and then groan. 
There were rocks standing out of the grass in all 
that north part of the plateau, and the shot of all 
kinds shattered their surface, causing splinters to 
fly. I longed and prayed for it to be over. I had 
never been nervous before, but I was now. The 
darkness seemed to me crowded with terrors. 

“ Suddenly I heard a most strange sound, Yoshio. 
It was a good way off, but coming quickly nearer, 
and what it was I could not guess. It was like hail 
threshing a lake at first, then it was like cavalry 
splashing through a marsh, a noise of fretted water, 
which grew louder, and at last became uproarious. 
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It was the Japanese coining at the trot through 
the pond which we had thought too deep to be pass- 
able ; they had been able to creep up to it in the 
dark, because our men, hiding their heads from the 
shell-fire, were none of them looking out. 

“ It must have been all planned beforehand by 
the enemy, for as the splashing noise grew upon us, 
their artillery stopped firing, lest it should hurt its 
own men. 

“ I thought to myself : ' Our position will surely 
be rushed, and this is my chance, if I do not get 
killed.’ 

“We in the trenches were fearfully excited. 
4 Fire ! * was the ay, and no doubt we killed some 
of them ; but almost as we fired, the Japanese 
terribly cheered quite near to us ; they had got into 
dead ground behind the steepish grass-bank over 
the pond, and they must have scaled its fifteen feet 
of height at a bound almost. My lieutenant shouted 
something about ‘ charging,’ but there was no time ; 
their terrible fat faces were upon us, they were 
stabbing with bayonets. I must have been as 
white as milk ; I stood stiff, waiting in terror, my 
heart in my throat. I can only remember dropping 
my musket, spreading out my arms, and saying 
with an unnatural calm in a low voice to a clown 
who wished to pierce me : 4 1 yield, I yield.’ I spoke 
in Russian ; it never entered my head that he would 
not understand, even if he could hear, and only 
afterwards I laughed when I thought of this. 

“ He grasped my arm, and dragged me quicker 
than I could go out of the trench. We two then went 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE PRISONER OF WAR 


211 


a little along the edge of the plateau, then down 
the bank into the pond, and across it. The water 
nowhere reached above my knees l Our shins 
struck upon one dead body. A fearful stillness 
reigned behihd us : the men of my company were 
being killed, taken prisoners, or flying. The man 
held my left sleeve, walking at his ease, without 
saying anything, but muttering to himself anon. 
He was not much taller than I, but stout and middle- 
aged. 

“ We went on over marshy land till we came to 
a rising path, at the top of which were fir-trees and 
a bit of broken wall in a lot of bush by the side of 
the path. On the wall some sort of picket — six 
or seven men — were sitting. My man took me to 
them, spoke a few words which caused them to 
cheer, left me in charge of one of them, and with 
the same saunter went back the way he had come. 

“ My new man then led me on, he too holding 
my sleeve. We went at a holiday walk through 
dark wooded country, up and down hills of grass. 
It still drizzled, and no moon nor stars were in the 
sky. 

“ It became very tiresome, we went so far, this 
fellow and I, alone as it were in the world. I longed 
to lie down and sleep ; and I thought sleepily to 
myself, ‘ He would not treat me with so much dis- 
dain, if he knew that I am a girl.’ 

“At last we came to an empty camp behind a 
mountain, and I was led to a tent before which 
stood a sentry. I went in. Three men were asleep 
on the ground, prisoners also. There were some 
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blankets in a comer. I, too, was about to lie down 
when a face looked in at the tent-door and asked 
in good Russian if I wanted anything to eat. I 
said no, though I was hungry, for I wished to sleep 
at once ; and having wrapped myself up cosily, I 
dreamt all the night of Ivan Shtcherbakoff bringing 
me boxes of cigarettes. 
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the prisoner of war (continued) 

“ TT had been my aim all along to be taken 

1 prisoner by the Japanese ; and it was in 
my mind, as soon as I should wake the next morn- 
ing, to say that I was a girl, and ask to be put upon 
the finding of my husband. 

“ But fortune was against this, for at dawn we 
four prisoners and some others were marched away 
with a field-hospital wagon under a guard. Before 

we started I said * Yoshio M ’ to three separate 

men — they were about the only two Japanese words 
which I knew — but they took little notice of 
me. I looked anxiously about for the face which 
had spoken Russian to me during the night, but it 
was not to be seen, and I did not know how to ask 
for it. 

“ The life which now began for me was less try- 
ing in many ways. I sometimes felt almost happy ; 
but it was harder now that I was a prisoner to hide 
my sex, so that oftentimes for hours or a whole day 
I was ill at ease. 

“ But I managed it by one trick or another, for 
I was afraid to let a mob of common soldiers know 

at 
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that a pretty young girl was in their midst, without 
at the same time being able to let them know who 
I was, and what I was seeking. It was my bad 
luck that not one of them whom I tried could 
understand any Russian or French. I felt, more- 
over, a foolish shame and shrinking from saying 
that I was a girl before I should be sure that the 
person to whom I said it was one who could serve 
my ends. 

“ We tramped over many sorts of country in 
a picnicking fashion, going always toward the 
south and east. The Japanese were strict with us 
prisoners, but not unkind, and fed us well. Three 
separate camps were visited by us, where we took 
up more guards, prisoners and wounded, so that we 
were soon quite a mob. At those camps I thought 
that if I could only say in Japanese the few words : 
* I want an interpreter,’ perhaps that would do my 
business ; but I hesitated to show my sex without 
being sure of having an interpreter to whom to 
explain myself, so nothing was done. 

“ One thing was certain : I was going toward 
you. I said to myself, * There is time ; I will wait.’ 

“Our flock of prisoners grew to the number of 
some two hundred. One of them told me that 
four of the outposts of my brigade had been driven 
in one by one, that our main position had then had 
to be abandoned, and that the brigade had retired 
westward under fire in a very large circle with 
the guns and baggage in the middle, without much 
loss. I was glad of this. 

“ We more and more came into country where 
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the Japanese were the masters. Anon I saw 
columns of them on the march, looking in the 
mass like a lot of sunburnt Europeans with gum- 
boil and swollen faces. But they are not ugly to 
my eyes, for I have a liking for them. 

“ Every townlet became full of them ; they 
were in all the blockhouses, depots, and barracks ; 
their supply-carts moved northward along the roads, 
their prisoners and wounded southward. 

“At last we came to the railway in the midst 
of a barren country, and by it crossed over barren 
mountains, till we entered upon a part where plains 
were, with mobs of cattle, camels, and sheep on them. 
The ground was still stony there, but we soon came to 
a country where millet grew as far as the eye could 
reach. It was getting quite warm now, and fruit 
was brought to the train, wherever it stopped, to 
be sold ; but I had spent all my pay and had no 
wealth left except my watch and a few trinkets 
hidden in my pockets, so I could eat the fruit only 
with my eyes, and I dreamt of cigarettes nearly 
every night. 

“ I must finish quickly now, for this has to be 
sent to you to-morrow. 

“ We were getting near to Liaoyangwhen I found 
out that an old Russian prisoner sitting by me had 
once been a guard to the Legation in Tokio, and 
could speak a little Japanese. ‘ Here,’ I thought, 
is my affair done,’ and I at once begged him to 

ask one of our guard where General M was, 

for I thought that you would be with your father. 
The old fellow did this, and the guards, having 
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asked one another, made up their minds that 
General M was in Japan, at Tokio. 

“ That was such a long way off that my heart 
sank, and I asked myself how I was to get to you 
without any money. However, with the old 
soldier near me I felt my feet on good ground, 
and said to myself that I would keep him in sight. 

“ But that very night I lost him, for when the 
train ran into Liaoyangatten in the night, one half 
of us prisoners were taken one way, and the other 
half another. My half was marched to a sort of 
castle on a hill, and early the next morning was 
marched back to the railway for the journey to 
Talienwan. 

“ I was glad of this, for I said to myself, ‘ Ta- 
lienwan is near to Japan, and in the military 
prison there some will certainly understand Rus- 
sian or French.’ But it was a weary voyage. 

“ We arrived at last, and were shut up with at 
least six hundred other prisoners. But I allowed 
three weeks to pass before I said a word about my 
sex, though I could have done so now any day 
that I chose. 

“ The fact was, I was afraid of taking any too 
hasty step which might spoil all my hopes, so I 
hung back and clung to my secret. I was not 
sure how my story would be taken, whether it 
would be all believed, whether I might not be sent 
back to the Russian lines. Moreover, I did not 
like the look of the governor of the prison, to 
whom I was made a servant in the second week ; 
and you are about to see that I was right in this. 
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“ I thought of writing to your father, dear, and 
telling him all, directing my letter to * General 

M , Tokio,’ if I could get no other address. 

But I hesitated. What name could I have given 
him in my letter ? Nadine Devriloff ? That would 
have terribly enraged him ! If mine had been 
any other name of all the names in the world ! 

But I knew that Devriloff would hardly be pretty 
to this honoured father of yours. I feared what 
he might do to poor you and to me, and I hung 
back from writing to him. Ah, how we are un- 
happy, tnon ami ! 

“ I thought also of writing to you, sending you 

this note-book, and directing it to ‘ Yoshio M , 

Tokio.* But I was not sure that you were with 
your father there ! I thought that it might all 
fall into your father’s hands, and I wished to be 
wary. I did not know what to do, and weeks 
passed. It was then that I began to get thin. 

“ I had a fairly easy life, meanwhile, in spite of < 
the strictness. The Japanese in the town sent all 
sorts of presents to the prisoners : meat, sak6, 
fruit, tobacco, and we fared well. One morning^ 
when we were drawn up in the courtyard the 
governor picked me out, and said in a sort of 
Russian that, as my conduct was so good, he 
wished me to be his servant. I told him that I 
could speak French, and thenceforward we spoke 
in that tongue. 

“ He was a quite shrivelled old man, the old \ 
Kujo, with eyes wide apart, and a rag of beard on 
his chin. I understood that he had been a great j 
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lord at one time. I did not like him. His eyes 
had some hint of wickedness in them ; and they 
sometimes rested on me in a strange way. 

“ I do not know why he wished me to be his 
servant, since there was little for mo to do. At 
any rate, I was now almost free, learnt some 
Japanese nouns, had cigarettes, and was sent out 
by the cook to buy things. It was an amusing 
town, not very Russian, for some of the houses had 
those curved roofs, and the people were Jews of a 
special type, with Chinese and some Koreans. That 
made me laugh, the Koreans ! (me faisait tire !) 
with their tall hats of gauze, too small for their 
heads, and their pig-tails ! They put me in mind 
of the people of Laputa in Gulliver's Travels, their 
air was so solemn and innocent. 

“ I slept in the Governor’s house at the prison 
gates. I was a pet of his many Japanese servants, 
and everything was pleasant. But I could sleep 
little for the care in my heart, and my cheeks lost 
most of their redness then. 

(< One night after three weeks, as I was placing 
a sort of lacquer stool, with metal pipes on it, at 
the feet of the old Kujo, he said to me — 

“ ‘ I am leaving Talienwan for Japan to 
morrow night, Alexandrow : I am called home ; 
so your duties by me will honourably end — unless, 
perhaps, I take you with me.’ 

“ I was startled and glad. We were in a rich 
little room all alone, the old Kujo sitting on a 
cushion on the floor, and before I knew what I 
was doing, I was telling him all. 
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“ 4 Monsieur,’ I said, 4 1 am not what I seem to 
you. I am a young girl. For the love of heaven, 
take me with you to Japan, for I am seeking my 
husband, Yoshio M , who is in Japan.’ 

44 The old Kujo knocked the ashes out of his pipe, 
with his eyes cast down. He showed no surprise ; 
I might have spoken to an image of wood. 

“ 4 Who is your husband ? ’ said' he presently. 

44 4 Yoshio M , monsieur.’ 

44 4 Not the son of the general ? ’ 

44 4 Yes, the same ! ’ 

44 4 But he is a boy, I think ? * 

44 4 He has eighteen years.* 

44 4 Well, he is a boy. He is not a husband. 
You should not think of him.’ 

44 4 But — he has eighteen years ! ’ I cried out, for 
I did not know what to say. The old Kujo’s eyes 
remained cast down, and I stood in fear of his next 
words. 

44 4 Where were you married ? ’ he asked next. 

44 4 In St. Petersburg.* 

44 4 With or without his father’s august con- 
sent ? * 

44 4 Without, I am afraid.* 

“ 4 You see, you see,’ said he, 4 he is a boy ; he 
is not a husband. A pretty young girl like you, 
you might do better.* 

44 4 But, monsieur, listen,’ I said : 4 you are ad- 
dressing yourself to the daughter of a prince, and 
the wife of a noble. I do not need any advice as 
to the disposing of my destiny. But since I am 
without money or any protector, I cast myself 
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upon your pity, and pray you to take me with 
you to Japan.* 

“ ‘ But you are a prisoner of war,' said he. 

“ * No, for I am not a soldier.' 

“ 4 How can you prove to me that you are not a 
soldier ? ' 

“ 4 1 have said it, monsieur ; and you see my 
smooth face, and the grief of my widowhood in my 
eyes. Here, moreover, is my watch, such as rich 
young girls wear ; my rings, too ; my hands ' 

“ 4 Well, well, I know that you are a girl,’ he 
said. ‘Well, well, all you have to do is to put 
yourself completely into my hands, and you will 
find in me a father.’ 

44 1 bowed before him, but my heart was ill at ease. 

“ He then began to ask about my father, my 
marriage, my life in the army; anon he glanced 
up aside at me, but his eyelids at once dropped 
again, hiding the unsearchable thoughts behind 
them. He said that he would take me with him 
to Japan. 

“ The next evening, accordingly, we left Talien- 
wan in a large steamer. The old Kujo wished 
me to put on woman’s clothes, but I thought 
to myself 4 Not yet,' and I would not. I was in 
the old top-boots, blood-stained sheepskin, and 
greatcoat, my bandolier still full of cartridges. I 
wished you to see me in that costume, to l ear 
what you would say ! Fancy if I set out with a 
wild heart ! for I felt that I was about to meet 
you. The sea seemed to me a high road to the 
islands of the blessed. 
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“ But I was soon in trouble of mind again. The 
old Kujo would have me be a cabin-passenger, 
though I did not wish this, because of my dress. 
As the voyage went on, he would not let me be, 
but wished to make me presents of curios, and to 
play with my hands and cheeks. This filled me 
with fear, I was so utterly in his power. One 
night he became furious with me, as I could tell 
by his laugh. I was as little maidenly as I could 
be after that, pretending to like him ; but my 
mind was made up as to what I should do the 
moment we came to land, for I believed that he 
meant to shut me up in some castle, and keep me 
there always for himself. 

“We went on through the sea for two nights 
and two days. On the third evening the ship 
stopped at a town called Shimonoseki, and it was 
strange to sleep aboard her that night in harbour, 
for she seemed to be suddenly dead. The next 
morning we went on up the Inland Sea to Hiro- 
shima, where we stopped again, and going on 
thence we came at about eleven in the night to 
Kobe, where we landed. It was the 29th of May. 

“The old Kujo had with him seven servants, 
male and female, in whom I had lately noticed a 
change of manner toward me ; they must, in fact, 
have been puzzled by the lordly treatment given 
me, and were perhaps jealous. At any rate, I saw 
that in what I was about to do I ought not to look 
for help from any of them. 

“ It was quite a business after landing to set off 
with the baggage and all. The night was drizzly. 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



222 


THE YELLOW WAVE 


and we had to make a journey of eight ri (fifteen 
miles) to a country-house. The women went in 
rikshas, the men on foot, some carrying burdens 
slung on bamboos ; the old Kujo went in the sort 
of closed palanquin which you call a norimono. 
Two of these norimonos were awaiting our landing, 
and the old man would have me get into the second. 
I did so, and the fussy pa ty set off. My heart was 
beating fast in my bosom. 

“We passed into the country, up and down 
mountains, through wonderful scenes of leafage, 
streams, crags, hamlets, and temples. Sometimes 
the moon whitened the clouds a moment, and I 
could not tell you, I seemed to myself to be dream- 
ing, all was so enchanted that dark night. Japan 
smelled as sweet as a nosegay whose passion one 
draws up into the nostrils, but cannot get enough, 
and one draws it up till one is faint. 

“ But I was cold with fear, for I was not sure if I 
would be able to do what I had in my mind, or if, 
having done it, it would end well ; whereas, if I 
did not do it, I was sure that the old Kujo would 
be the death of me. Happily, his norimono was 
before mine, and this gave me my chance, for, at 
a narrow path where it was very dark with wood 
on either hand, I stopped my bearers quietly, pre- 
tending to have a reason for getting out ; I went 
into the wood to the left, and the moment I was 
ten yards from them I took to my heels. 

“ I ran farther and faster that night than I have 
ever run, or thought that I could — up hill and 
down hill. I only stopped when I had to, and 
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then ran again. That old man seemed to me, and 
still seems, to be the devil. I believe that he 
always knew that I am a girl. 

“Think, dear, of my situation that night! I 
had thrown myself utterly upon God, without any 
hope, but in Him, being a young girl lost at mid- 
night in the country parts of a land whose language 
I could not speak. I fell upon my knees in a forest 
and shed tears before my Maker. 

“ Before morning I had passed through two 
villages, but I was afraid to knock at any of the 
houses lest Kujo might hear of it, and have me. 
At last, toward daybreak, I came to a flight of steps 
in a grove, and since I could not stand any more 
I sat on the top of them, leant my head on a pillar, 
and fell asleep. 

“ A man was standing over me when I awoke, 
as the sun rose. The steps on which I sat led up 
to the forecourt of a temple, and he was the priest 
of this temple ; his name was Suyematsu, a middle- 
aged man, with a smiling face. He showed no 
wonder to see a Russian soldier there, and spoke 
gently to me. I gave him to know that I could 
not speak Japanese. He then took me by the 
arm and led me through the temple-courts, and 
down a flight of steps to a paper house in a forest 
behind, where his wife, his two daughters, an infant 
son, and a grandmother gathered round and spoke 
of me. The infant’s name is Yoshio ! 

“ I am quick in picking up a language, for I learn 
it with my eyes and instincts, as well as my ears, I 
think ; so I could already gather something of the 
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mood of what was said, and I understood at once 
that these people were as kind as angels. 

“ The little Ohana (thirteen years), the little 
Oyone (fifteen years), and the little Yoshio, who 
lives on the back of Oyone, stared at me with 
their pretty cat’s-eyes; Oyouki (the grandmother) 
brought me tea and cakes ; then Suyematsu and 
Oyei, his wife, took off my greatcoat, my boots, 
and seated me on the matting ; whatever they did 
to or for me, they bowed down their heads to the 
ground before me. For this and for much more I 
call upon my husband to shower rewards some 
day upon Suyematsu, the priest, and Oyei, though 
they do not wish for any reward. 

“ I got them to understand that no one was to 
know that I was there, for I feared the old Kujo. 
But this was needless, for I have been with them 
nearly three months ; the whole village has known 
it : and I have heard nothing more of Kujo. 

“ Within three days I was one of the priestly 
family. . . . That made me laugh when I under- 
stood that Suyematsu was a priest ! He is more 
like a fisherman. . . . But Japan is as secular as 
Russia is clerical, and in all ways they are just 
opposites : so this is why they are at war, and this 
may be why you and I love each other so much. 

“ Oh, I should have spent three happy months 
in this place but for my care ! On the third day I 
wrote to you in these words : ‘ Yoshio, I am here 
at the village of Oyosaka, twelve ri from Kobe, 
in the house of Suyematsu, the bonze. I am in 
great danger, and without any money to come tc 
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you. — Nadine.’ This was written with the same 
gold pencil which I have used always, and -so was 
the address : ‘ To Yoshio, the son of General 

M , Tokio.’ I understood that, the writing 

not being in Japanese letters, there might well be 
some delay in its coming to your hand, but I was 
sure that it would come, if you were there ; and 
Suyematsu, who took it to post, agreed with me 
in this. But when weeks passed and no answer 
came, nor was the letter returned to me, I did not 
know what to think, and the good Oyei would often 
point at my cheeks with reproach, for I got thinner 
with longing for you, and many of my nights were 
spent in weeping. But everything else has joined 
together to make me happy ! I love the little 
Ohana and Oyone as my sisters ; I love the house, 
whose old woodwork has a scent like cedar, and 
gives out a sound like viols or conch-shells when 
the breezes of the forest hum through its vacant 
rooms ;Jand I love Suyematsu and Oyei and 
Yoshio, and the grandmother, who is as little and 
ugly as a large monkey, yet the rest of them spend 
their lives in bowing themselves down before her, 
so that she is a greater queen than Catherine of 
Russia. 

“The old Oyouki keeps a sort of tea-house or 
chaya, not much bigger than a hut, on the road 
through the forest. She rises before dawn to pray 
at the family altar, which is the only thing rich in 
the house, for it has lacquer, and gilt; and lanterns 
on it ; then she may take me with her through 
the forest to the chaya in the very early morning, 
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and perhaps Ohana and Oyone come too, with 
Yoshio bound to Oyone’ s back. Oyouki keeps her 
eyebrows shaved and her teeth coated with a black 
lacquer, while the little Yoshio is not a child, but 
only a doll, turned out in a mood of fond mockery, 
with his antic costume, and his head tonsured in 
rings ; this gives to the fat fellow that touch of 
buffoonery which all the village-mothers purposely 
give to the infants, so that one’s cheeks puff out 
with laughter to see them. How foreign and far 
from me all is ! And yet not so foreign, for, going 
with Ohana and Oyone at dawn through that 
forest of strange old trees, with large butterflies 
flying among the fern, it has twice happened to me, 
Yoshio, that a feeling of memory struck through 
my soul like a flash of lightning, and I seemed to 
have known it all before. Yes ; it was gone in a 
moment, but it left behind it such a pain ! a longing 
which could never be told, a sense of the world, 
and of old time, and of eternity. Was not this 
strange ? 

“ At the chaya they keep tea to sell, with pepper- 
mint cakes, millet-cakes, and pastdques of pale 
colours in a pool ; for a fountain which bubbles out 
of a vase of bamboo makes a pool, in whose dear 
water eggs, pastdques, and fruit are kept cool. But 
hardly any one passes there, so that the profits can 
never be more than a few rin (farthings) each week, 
and oftentimes the chaya has been left to itself, 
since I who was in charge would go down through 
the village with Oyone and Ohana to the beach, 
perhaps to wash my shirt while they bathed, for 
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in their goodness of heart they do not mind being 
naked before me ; or else we have played together 
round an idol of granite grown shapeless with age 
in the heart of the forest ; or we have played in 
the courts of the closed temple, for it is only opened 
on certain days of the year, though one can spy 
gilt gods in the gloom within sitting on seats of 
red lacquer, and in the courts, too, are rows of 
stone gods with faces which wish to frighten one. 

“ All is very decayed and forlorn in there ; the 
courts are rank with bush ; only some prayers on 
rice-paper left before the gods show that any one 
has come to it for ages ; and oftentimes I have 
spent hours alone in those courts, weeping, and 
feeling things which words could not tell. All the 
hot day hosts of grasshoppers shrill there ; many 
grey crabs live in the crevices ; and late at night 
the air about it has a glimmer of its own from the 
fireflies and glow-worms which swarm in the courts. 

“ When I am not idle I have a trade, for, by 
watching the doers of girls’ hair, I soon got the 
trick of this, so that every one has wondered, not 
knowing that I am a girl and born to the knack ! 
It takes two hours to do one head, and I am thought 
to add a coquetry all my own to the art, so that 
many girls have come to me at the chaya and else- 
where. Qyone and Ohana have theirs done once 
a week only, for the shining mass is not rumpled 
at night, since they sleep with their necks in a 
hollow block, and nothing under their heads. That 
has made me laugh, the way they sleep ! on pads 
not large enough for a child, with night-lights, and 
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Oyone’s long-handled guitar beside her. Yes, they 
have amused my sadness, these little people, with 
their little graces, their little hands : everything is 
in a mood of such droll coquetry ! Suyematsu has 
a garden of dwarf-trees no larger than a table, 
with mountains and waterfalls in it ! No one 
thinks of walking over the white matting in boots ; 
the woodwork is scrubbed till it seems fresh cut 
from the forest ; the ware is for fairies to eat from. 
Sometimes they are just like dolls bowing and 
bowing by clockwork — their little stoop must be 
owing to this bowing ! but at play they tuck up 
their long sleeves, and are as noisy as birds. 

“ How I ought to have been happy in this haven 
after my voyage and the horrors of war ! In 
some parts the country looks as if heaven had 
meant to destroy it under snow, but by a fond 
whim had changed the snow-fall into white and 
pink blossoms ; but in our forest it is not so, for 
there the trees are huge camphor-trees and cedar- 
trees, and the leafage is black and heavy. 

“ One night was a night of ftte, and the girls 
trooped up out of the village into the forest 
with lanterns at the end of lissom bamboos, all 
in their sea-blue robes and their sashes, all flustered, 
hurried, full of little laughs and bowings ; they 
then set to search for something on the ground, I 
did not know what, I was too sad to ask ; and 
leaving the crowd there, I walked home with a sob 
in my throat. 

“ No one was in the house but Qyei ; she was 
spinning silk. Something made me throw myself 
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at her feet then, my sobs broke out, and when I 
could speak I told her all : how that I was a girl, 
and about the army, and the old Kujo, and how I 
was seeking for you. 

“ They had asked me nothing about my history, 
for even the young girls have wonderful delicacies 
of feeling ; they had waited, perhaps expecting 
me to speak when I should have picked up the 
language : and I was now able to make myself 
understood. ^ 

“ Oyei said hardly anything. I thought that 
she took my tale coolly. She went on spinning, 
without asking any questions. When I had 
finished she advised me to go to bed. 

“ The next noon, on returning home from the 
chaya, I found that Suyematsu was no longer to 
be seen. In the evening I asked what had become 
of him, and was told by Oyei that he had gone in- 
land— she did not say what for. It was only on 
the fifth evening, when he returned, that I under- 
stood that that poor woman had sent her husband 
by the train all the way to Tokio, in order that he 
might find out where you were. I flew to their 
bosoms and kissed them with passion. 

“ We three being alone, I was given to know 
that you were not in Tokio, not in Japan. Your 
father had been in Tokio for a short time three 
months before ; but he and you also were now in 
Pekin, where, it was said, your father had become 
one of the head men. 

“ I did not know how I was to go to you : for 
no one in Oyosaka is half rich enough to buy my 
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watch and trinkets, even if that would pay for 
my passage. Suyematsu thought that the note 
which I Ijad written to you at Tokio may have 
been forwarded to Pekin, that you must have got 
it by this time, and would come to me. He advised 
me to write another note to Pekin, and then await 
you where I am. But I felt that your father 
would not let you come across the sea to me. 

“ ‘ Be of good cheer,’ said Oyei often to me, 
smiling with tears in her eyes, when she looked 
at my faded cheek ; ‘ he will come to you.’ But 
I fell into a weariness which could not hope. 

“When they saw that I no longer ate, on the 
third day Suyematsu came to me in the inner 
court of the temple, where I was lying out of the 
heat in a shade of bushes, and he said : * Since it 
is so with you, I will tell you what I have to say. 
Do you wish to leave us, and go back to the con- 
tinent ? ’ 

“ I sat up, saying ‘ Yes.’ 

“ ‘ Then it can be done,’ said he, * for when I 
was in Tokio I saw my honourable brother, Koto- 
hito, to whom I told all, inasmuch as he has been a 
quartermaster-sergeant in the army, and now holds 
an august clerkship in the department of military 
things. It happens that in ten days’ time a com- 
pany of prisoners are to be sent back to the 
Russians in exchange, and if you still honourably 
wish to keep up the pretence of being a soldier, 
Kotohito can manage that you shall be sent back 
among them : for he will bring the old Kujo to 
book for his dishonest meanings toward you, and 
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get from him the papers that are needed for you 
to sail.’ 

“ In the minute that he spoke all my sorrow 
was gone — I had leapt up, was hugging him, and 
ready to dance : for I am like that, I suppose, too 
ready to rush on a sudden into heats of hope or 
despair ; and all this week I have been ashamed 
of my gladness, since the rest are so sad at my 
going. 

“ That very day Suyematsu wrote to his brother, 
and four days later we received from Tokio the 
papers which will admit me into the company of 
released prisoners. 

“ Suyematsu and I depart in three days* time 
for Kobe and the barracks there : for it is at Kobe 
that the prisoners are to be shipped. I hear that 
there will be a large number of us, for the prisons 
in Japan have been crowded. The name of our 
ship is the Shini Maru ; she will land us at New- 
chwang, whence the prisoners will be carried north 
by train to the Russian lines ; but at Newchwang 
you will meet me, since it is not too far from Pekin, 
and, having there declared my sex, we shall thence- 
forth be always together. This little book will be 
posted to you this afternoon, directed to ‘The 
Imperial City, Pekin ’ ; the mail to Pekin leaves 
to-morrow, three days before I leave, so that you 
will have plenty of time, after reading this outline 
of what has befallen me, to come to Newchwang 
to meet me. 

“ Au revoir, then ! I am very excited, but not 
now as happy as I thought that I should be : I do 
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not know why. I feel a remorse for not having 
been happier here during these almost three 
months : for God guided me into this haven of 
peace, and I ought to have hoped and been happy, 
but I would not ; and perhaps I shall never be 
given another chance to be happy. Who knows ? 
The world is strange. The maples are all in scarlet 
and gold, for Autumn is near, or is come. ...” 
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PASSING SHIPS 

T HAT being the end of Nadine’s narrative, the 
compiler is now forced to carry on her history 
in his own words as best he can. 

As to the boy, Yoshio, we know from his own 
story how he had been shovelled into the Japanese 
army by his father, how he had been wounded at 
the battle of the Fanchu Bridge, how he had been 
taken to the hospital at Irkutsk. In an exchange 
of prisoners he had been sent from Irkutsk to Japan, 
where he had been received by his father, and from 
Japan had been taken back to China, where his father 
now mostly lived, having accepted very high rank 
in the Court of Pekin. 

It was the father’s fixed will that Yoshio should ' 
become a man of war, though the good Yoshio, as 
we know, was rather made for playing on the koto 
and samisen, and for painting large coiffures with 
two sweeps of the brush. Therefore, the father 
and son had no sooner come to Pekin than the son 
was sent to fill the post of sub-lieutenant in the 
Chinese army in a little country-place called Fengyun 
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in Chih-Ii, on the understanding that this was only 
meant as a rest for him after his hardships in war, 
and as a training also, since his father intended to 
find him a place as a sub-lieutenant in the fighting 
force of Japan. 

At Fengyun Yoshio passed two months, during 
which he wrote several letters to Nadine by the or- 
dinary Chinese post to Russia. These, of course, she 
did not get, since she was no longer in Russia. 

His life in Fengyun was dull enough, being passed 
in a sort of exile in the company of officers with 
whom he had nothing in common ; but what he 
saw going on around him ever afresh aroused his 
astonishment, for some busy spirit seemed to be 
abroad in that remote little place, making every- 
thing new. 

In an alley of Fengyun a brick house had lately 
been run up, which all the day was besieged with 
people flocking in from the country. It was a 
recruiting d£pot, and at first Yoshio wondered at 
this eagerness of simple peasants to become soldiers ; 
but he soon understood that they came because 
they had to : for they were conscripts. On the 
faces of all of them was imprinted a look of foolish 
wonder. 

Outside Fengyun also two great buildings had 
been run up, one of them being a barrack and dipot 
for artillery and transport, the other a dlp6t for 
grain, forage, clothing, camp-equipment and mules. 
Both were quite new, not yet finished. If Yoshio 
took a ride twenty miles in any direction he came 
upon others like them. 
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In the barracks he had two rooms of his own 
where he moped his time away, with little to do. 
In the mornings he had to be at drill with his 
lieutenant, a young Chinaman, but what he saw at 
drill here was so unlike what he was used to, that 
it made him laugh sometimes, everything was on so 
overgrown and gawky a scale : a squad was not 
made of four or six men, but of forty, and what 
they called a company here was more like a regi- 
ment. Some of the men were armed with old 
matchlocks instead of rifles, and many had not as 
yet any uniforms, so that they made a strange- 
looking crew. 

One day a great man passed that way, a general 
with his staff, who, to Yoshio’s surprise, turned 
out to be nearly all Japanese. Yoshio learned 
that he was the general commanding the army- 
corps of that “ region,” and that he was only one 
of six who commanded in Chih-li, since Chih-li 
had been divided into six “ regions,” in which six 
army-corps of a million men each were to be set 
on foot, each with its own vast corps-cavalry- 
brigade. 

This was told to Yoshio by one of the general’s 
staff at dinner. The lad stared when he heard of 
an army-corps of a million human beings. 

“ But is all this done ? ” he asked. 

“ It is proposed,” was the answer. 

“ But is such a thing to take place all over 
China ? ” he next asked. 

‘‘Sooner or later it may be so,” answered the 
officer. 
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Three days after this Yoshio saw a wretched man 
beheaded in the market of Fengyun amid the 
excitement of the whole district, many as it were 
casting dust to heaven at the thing which their eyes 
saw, and a howl of dismay rose from the crowd as 
the chopper struck the neck of the man, who alone 
remained calm. He was a mandarin, and had been 
brought to the block in a palanquin surrounded by 
servants in robes of silk : but he had robbed the 
people ; and on his condemnation-writ, which was 
nailed up on a pole, Yoshio saw the signature of 
his father. 

The people were being more heavily taxed than 
ever, but by new sorts of officials ; they were being 
drilled and called upon in many ways ; a strange 
awakening and unrest was, therefore, everywhere 
to be seen. 

."Tin all this Yoshio took a very absent kind of 
interest, for his thoughts were with his young wife 
far away, as he thought, in Russia. But she was 
really in Japan, and his astonishment may be 
imagined when, after nearly two months of that 
dull life in Fengyun, on July 14, he received from 
Nadine a note in these words : “ Yoshio, I am here 
in the village of Oyosaka, twelve ri from Kobe, in 
the house of Suyematsu, the bonze. I am in great 
danger, and without any money to come to you. 
Nadine.” She had sent it to him at Tokio, it had 
then come to Pekin to his father, who, without open- 
ing it, had now sent it on to him at Fengyun. 

The letter had taken a month and a half to reach 
him, the chief reason being the slowness of the 
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country-post in China ; but as it had no date on 
it, he did not know this. 

At any rate, Nadine was in Japan ! For a long 
time the young man’s brain could not find room in 
it for this fact. How she had got there, why she 
was “ in danger ” (she meant danger from the old 
Kujo) and why “ without money,” was far beyond 
his guessing. 

i What he was to do now he did not know ; there 
was no telegraph at Fengyun, nor was there any, he 
supposed, at Oyosaka : and he was bound to his 
post, such as it was. It took his tortured mind 
two days to make itself up that he must shut his 
eyes to everything, and fly to Japan. 

He was about to do this, when he received a letter 
by special camel-carrier, ordering him to come at ' 
once to Pekin, since his father wished him to take 
a voyage — to Japan ! 

Here was the very thing which Yoshio wanted, 
sent him in the nick of time by no other than 
Bentem Sana of all Mercy, as it seemed. He made 
haste to set off to Pekin with a couple of servants 
without writing to Nadine, since he felt that he 
would now be at her side long before any letter 
carried by the drowsy Chinese post could reach 
her. 

He went by mule till he came to the railway, 
and after a week’s journey arrived on the evening 
of July 24 in the Imperial City. But it was not till 
midnight that he saw his father, who then hurriedly 
entered the room of the palace where Yoshio was 
awaiting him. The baron gave his son a warm 
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greeting ; he had heard good accounts of Yosnio’s 
conduct under fire, and was now pleased with him. 
£His love for his son was silent, but very deep. 

“ Have you yet seen either Mr. England or Mr. 
Petersen ? ” was one of the father’s first questions. 

“ No, father,” answered Yoshio. 

“ They are about to sail, and have promised me 
to rouse you to go with them to-morrow before sun- 
rise. They have chartered a Chinese steamer called 
the Taku, which now lies on the Peiho, ready to 
depart.” 

“ What are they going to sail for, father ? ” 

“ In order to watch a small naval action which is 
about to take place, and which I wish you, too, to 
see.” 

“ But — I thought that I was going to Japan ! ” 
exclaimed Yoshio with terror. 

“ Yes ; after seeing the battle, Messrs. England 
and Petersen will go on to Japan for a week, during 
which time you will have several small businesses to 
transact for me in Tokio, and will receive your com- 
mission as a sub-lieutenant in your old company. 
This done, you will return by mail-steamer to New- 
chwang, whence you will go on to the front.” 

“ But this naval battle that we are to watch, is 
it quite sure to take place at once, father ? ” asked 
Yoshio. 

“ It seems so. Why ? ” 

“ Nothing, father,” answered Yoshio. 

The father and son spoke on till the darkest hour 
of the morning, when they were joined by Messrs. 
England and Petersen. Yoshio was rather silent ; 
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his eyes dwelt gloomily upon a marble bridge and 
a moat strewn with the white and orange blossoms 
of azalea ; his young heart, to which hope was so 
natural, had learned already to mistrust the future. 

“ What ships are these that are about to fight ? " 
he asked Hr. Petersen. 

“ The only two big ones left of the Russians out 
here,” answered Mr. Petersen. “They are from 
Vladivostok, and have been skulking among rock- 
islands for weeks, but have been driven to sea 
through lack of provisions, I suppose, and have 
lately been seen off Fusan.” 

“ But whence have they got coal ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ Perhaps from coal-ships that have run the 
loose patrolling of the Yellow Sea ; one is not even 
sure that they have coal.” 

Yoshio had no need to be roused in the morning, 
for, though he lay down for a nap, he was the prey 
of the several fevers of eagerness to set out, of 
wonder that Nadine should be near him, of thank- 
fulness to her for having come so far to him. At 
one moment he felt himself a king, since he was so 
loved by his beloved ; at another he doubted whether 
he was not dreaming ; at another shivered at the 
thin threads upon which his and her destiny hung. 
Near peep of day he, with Messrs. England and 
Petersen, was leaving Pekin behind him for Tientsin; 
by noon they were on their ship— a coasting- 
steamer of 3,000 tons, called the Taku. 

It was known that the Japanese ships told off to 
catch the Russians were off Wei-hei-wei, and thither 
Messrs. England and Petersen made, coming up 
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with the Japanese within four days to the south- 
west of Korea : and now it was a question of cruising 
for the enemy. 

It had been taken for granted that a battle was 
on the point of happening, since the Russians were 
in want of one thing or pother, and were believed 
to be seeking a battle before they should be captured : 
but there was some hitch, for, from the day when 
they had been seen off Fusan, they were no more 
seen for over a month. 

Each day, meantime, they were looked out for ; 
hope was kept on the stretch by sea-rumours ; 
the searching ships twice coaled and provisioned 
from store-ships and colliers, and the search 
spread all round the coasts of Korea, and among 
the islands where the Russians might possibly have 
found a lurking-place. 

It will be guessed whether in such a case the 
heart of the poor Yoshio ate into itself ! Here 
was no flight possible to him : he was a prisoner 
on the sea. He saw in fancy Nadine’s eyes grow 
weary with watching, and his own, too, grew 
weary. Several times he was on the point of casting 
himself at the feet of Mr. England and craving his 
pity, but he was always kept back by the old awe 
of his father, and by that instinct for keeping things 
dark inborn in Orientals. 

He would sit silent through the hot days and star- 
lit evenings, hearing without hearing the talk of 
Messrs. England and Petersen, who sat on their 
cane lounges in flannels, wearing those umbrella- 
hats which one sees on the heads of the Japanese 
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rice-growers ; anon Yoshio’s eyes would bend a look 
upon Mr. England as if he were about to speak, 
but would soon become dull and weary again. 

It grew on toward the time of the autumn typhoons, 
but still the dead weather which they had had, with 
hardly an hour’s rain, remained unbroken. Yoshio 
asked himself if this was never to have any end : 
he seemed to be bewitched and in chains. 

At last one hot morning, the 3rd of August, there 
arose an event. The three friends were sitting in the 
cool of the awning, the Taku barely moving through 
the water, with one of the cruisers three cable- 
lengths on her starboard beam, and two others six 
knots away on the horizon eastward. The sea 
was as pale as a dead thing, and the air like its 
dead breath. The near cruiser looked like a block 
of iron stuck without any motion in the water, 
though a little foam spued from time to time round 
her ram. Her colours had been saluted ; a strain 
of band-music floated over the water from her 
anon. 

Mr. England, looking rosy and fresh (having been 
causing himself to be dashed with buckets of the 
warm sea-water), was saying to Mr. Petersen : 
“ Personally, I am no believer in sea-power, though 
that is an unorthodox view for an Englishman.” 
Whereupon Mr. Petersen asked him : “ How is that, 
then ? ” To which Mr. England replied : “ Because 
the modem warship is so very powerful in attack 
and so weak in defence. Look at that thing, how 
strong she looks : but she’s rather a sham, for one 
fourteen-inch shell may end her. Therefore I 
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always say that any one battleship is a match for 
any three. At six thousand yards’ range, indeed, 
three English ships are three times better than one 
German, or even four times better ; but suppose 
the German is gallant and comes within three hun- 
dred yards, pouring out forty thousand rounds of 
shot during the ten minutes that she keeps afloat ? 
Then, the result of that fight should be that all the 
four disappear : and where’s your sea-power then ? 
In this war there has hardly been any such fighting, 
so one can’t be sure ; but if I am right, Britain 
should be in a close alliance with some army-power : 
it can’t be with Germany on account of race-hatred, 
therefore it should be with France.” 

Mr. Petersen was about to reply, when the 
captain of the Taku, an Englishman, came up with 
his glass in his hand, saying — 

“ I see, gentlemen, that one of the scouts has 
come in, and is signalling.” 

Yoshio at once leapt up in great excitement, for 
though such alarms had often ended in nothing, his 
young heart was still quick to hope. Moreover, we 
know with what excitement even the smallest 
happenings are taken by those who have long been 
cooped up in a ship. The others, too, leapt up ; 
and soon a glass was at everybody’s eyes. The 
scout, a swift destroyer, steamed up to within a 
thousand yards, exchanging signals with the cruiser 
near, on board of which a trumpeting was now 
heard, while her sailors, looking very like British 
blue-jackets with gumboil, began to swarm over 
her. Fires had been kept banked, and from all the 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



PASSING SHIPS 


843 


ships smokes were soon pouring over the sea. The 
Taku, too, quickened her step, swung round six 
points to starboard, and a chase towards the south- 
east began. 

It seemed certain now that things must be coming 
to a head, and every one was elated. On the 
Naniwa, the cruiser near the Taku, many of the 
steps which are taken before a battle were seen to 
be going forward : the captain and his staff were 
on the bridge, spyglasses were the order of the 
day, torpedo-nets were being got ready ; the ships 
ahead grew every minute bigger to the eye, for they 
waited for the stragglers ; and Yoshio and his two 
friends grudged the time spent at lunch, lest some- 
thing should happen meantime, and escape their 
eyes. 

When they again came up, the Naniwa had quite 
a stripped look ; her commander was pacing the 
after part of the forecastle deck before his conning- 
tower, round which a mass of hammocks had now 
been stacked ; davits and cowls had disappeared, 
boats had been filled with water, and the decks, 
too, drenched, so that they might not catch fire. 
Much overhauling of this and of that, moreover, 
was still going on, testing of torpedo-tubes, of gun- 
circuits, hoisting of shells. But it was all a haste 
in vain : for though yonder lay nearly all the ships 
of the squadron within sight, and the afternoon 
sun blazed lower and lower, still no enemy was to 
be seen. By four p.m. Yoshio's high spirits had 
died down, gloom again filled his mind, and he 
thought to himself : “ There is never going to be 
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any battle, till Nadine and I, too, get sick with 
waiting.” 

However, the commodore of the ships had out a 
chain of three torpedo-boats scouting towards the 
south-east, and near three bells of the first dog- 
watch one of these must have come in, for a still 
more earnest activity than in the morning now 
broke out among the ships’ crews : things that 
might catch fire were thrown overboard, coal was 
stacked round funnels, screens round Maxims, guns 
cast loose : and half-an-hour or more before the sun 
touched the sea yellow hulls of Russian ships could 
be made out by the glasses eastward. 

It was not strange if Yoshio’s heart now beat 
wildly, for he knew that the moment the battle 
ended the Taku would start straight for Japan, 
where he would hasten to Kobe and to the house of 
Suyematsu, the priest, to find Nadine. Nor was 
his the only wild heart there, for every heart beat 
wildly, there was something so shocking in the 
thought of the fine, whole ships going forward to 
be outraged by, and to outrage, other ships. They 
had all hoisted their colours, with some extra 
colours on masts and stays, and they hastened 
under forced draught to the battle before the night 
should come. 

Even Mr. England, whose small mouth usually 
found a great deal to say, was silent now ; even the 
faces of the Chinese crew of the Taku were pale : 
for war as a rumour is one thing, but when the 
moment comes the mind can hardly believe that such 
a sight is really about to be seen by one’s own 
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eyes ; and on the lonely mid-sea where God 
alone broods it is even more far-fetched a thing 
than on land. 

The setting sun now made a track on the water, 
and looked through bars of orange and rose on the 
sky in that sad mood in which the days of autumn 
draw toward their end. All the ships were well 
ready by now for their ruthless work : gun-rooms 
had been turned into extra sick-bays to receive the 
wounded ; chief-engineers were down in the regions 
of fire near the bottoms, seeing to their steam-power 
and bunkers ; gun-crews and lieutenants were in 
their places ; tops were manned. The Russians no 
longer looked like toy-ships, but like growing powers 
which wished, since they must perish, to leave a 
memory behind them. A breeze breathed over the 
sea and died away without making any sound ; the 
ships bows passed through reaches of seaweed such 
as teem over the Yellow Sea ; a fearful silence 
reigned. Mr. England, with the glass at his eyes, 
murmured to Mr. Petersen : “ This is the evening 
of a Christian Sabbath.” 

Very soon after this the sound of a gun was heard 
five or six miles away ; at the same time the captain 
of the Taku hurried up to Mr. England, saying, 
“ Are we not now getting too near for safety, sir ? ” 
To which Mr. England answered : “ Give us one 
half-knot nearer, and then stop, with our stem to 
the fight.” In the moment in which he said this 
firing broke out on a large scale, and every one 
began to be struck by air-waves which caused a 
feeling of unease in the ear-drum. The Taku, then 
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about four miles behind the hindermost of the 
Japanese, went on another half-knot, and swung 
round ; Messrs. England and Petersen, with Yoshio 
and the ship’s officers, knelt or leaned round the 
poop and stem-taffrails with glasses at their eyes, 
while the crew looked over the bows. By this 
time the air was in so severe a state of shock at the 
firing as if the world had been cast into a boiling 
pot, and was bubbling fast and bumping, so that 
the ear chirped at the hubbub of it. 

At about the same time that the Taku stopped on 
the western outskirts of the battle, another ocean- 
steamer, coming from Japan, also stopped on the 
southern outskirts of it, about six miles from the 
Taku. She was a boat of the Nippon Yusen Kaisha 
fleet of steamers, and her name was the Skint Maru ; 
she was taking some hundreds of exchanged Rus- 
sian prisoners from Kobe to Newchwang, to be sent 
on thence to the Russian lines ; and these prisoners, 
too, with her crew, leant over her bulwarks and 
watched the battle. She and the Taku were just 
in sight, if any one on either had looked towards 
the other, but all minds on each were taken up only 
with the drama of thunder that was taking place 
before them over the waters. 

Few details, however, could be made out by the 
two steamers : the warships covered themselves in 
a mist from their hot guns ; mists were seen passing 
through mist over the sea, like ghosts gliding in 
haste through the land of shadows ; there were 
curtains of mist, smeared with rosy spots and glares, 
which lingered two, three minutes before they 
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thinned ; the twilight, moreover, was deepening. 
But the battle could be clearly smelled from afar, 
and the ear seemed loaded with all the weight of the 
jabbering quick-firers. It was clear, too, that the 
fighting was at fearfully dose quarters. There were 
twdve Japanese with a weight of 33,000 tons, and 
seven Russians with a weight of 15,000, seven only 
of the nineteen being of second-dass size, and the 
rest third-class cruisers, sloops, gun-boats and the 
like ; and the whole did not seem to cover an area 
of sea more than seven or eight thousand yards 
across, so that soon through the stagnant mists 
leaning masts were spied, and hulls that went lame 
and humped ; water-spouts shot on high, and 
dropped back showering wreckage over the sea ; 
two of the Russians came within 2,000 yards of the 
Taku, firing stern-guns, then turned and recharged ; 
fires ran through ships, touched their stores of 
ammunition, and were seen to quiver a moment 
like sheet-lightning towards the sky. One boat- 
load of sailors, spied by Mr. Petersen, was struck 
by a shell, and had disappeared by the time the 
splutter of flame was over. When the shades of 
evening had well fallen, and the smoke thinned, 
only two craft were any longer to be seen, 
both Japanese, one of them being that same Naniwa 
which had lain close to the Taku that morning 
with her band playing ; she could not move, for 
her screws, funnels, and steering-gear were gone ; 
both of her big guns had been struck on the chase ; 
a hole was in her bow : and she was sinking. The 
other, a composite gun-vessel, could move, but 
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could not long keep steam, since water was rising 
in her stokeholds ; a hole had been tom in her 
forward bulkhead, all her port battery had been 
unshipped, and she, too, was sinking. Both were 
^signalling to the Taku and to the Shini Maru. 

The steamers, therefore, having hurried up to the 
; two warships, stopped within fifty yards of each 
J other, and got out their boats. On board one of 
j them was Yoshio, and on board of the other was 
Nadine, both looking over the sea, but looking only 
at the wrecked ships, at the coming and going of 
the boats, and at the horribly wounded men. 
v Yoshio’s glass would very likely have been able to 
make out Nadine’s face among the row of faces 
that lined the larger steamer, if he had spied that 
way before the day quite darkened ; but he did not 
do this. As for her, she had no glass ; her face was 
pale at what she had witnessed ; her eyes were fixed 
upon the boats. 

It was a slow work : the moon rose up in the sky, 
the day had slowly changed into night. 

The Shini Maru could not take in many more 
men besides her cargo of prisoners, so most of the 
hundred and fifty on board the two warships had 
to be brought to the Taku. The Naniwa was looked 
to first, for she was in worse plight, and caused a 
shout to arise from the soldiers on the Shini Maru 
when she dipped and sank a minute after the last 
of her crew had been taken off. It was then the 
turn of the gun-vessel, which had no boat of her 
own that could any longer float ; her wounded 
were brought to the Taku, but the Shini Man* still 
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lingered on, till the work should be over. Messrs. 
England and Petersen and Yoshio wished to watch 
the coming of the wounded, but very soon could no 
longer bear it, for on the faces of those sailors was 
a stare of scare and wonder, as of men who have 
been through that which the heart cannot conceive. 

The three friends, therefore, went and sat on the 
poop, and there was a long silence between them, 
till presently Mr. England said : “ Well, how do 
you feel ? ” 

“ It has boxed me on the ears,” answered Mr. 
Petersen ; “ the world seems full of grasshoppers, 
and I think they mean to keep on screaming at me 
till I die, too. Can you hear me talk ? ” 

“Yes, I hear everything,” said Mr. England, 
“but I hear through the grasshoppers; there is a 
whole orchestra inside my head.” 

“ Well, it has turned out as you prophesied,” re- 
marked Petersen presently. 

“ Something like. But ah, those men’s faces. . .” 
“ Here aids Russia on the sea in Asia, England.” 
“ Here begins to end the white man both on sea 
and on land in Asia,” answered Mr. England. “ They 
say that great events take place at the beginning of 
centuries. I wonder how many people in Europe 
realize how much bigger a matter this war is than 
the French Revolution ? ” 

“White men have it on the brain, you see,” 
said Mr. Petersen, “ that it is the white man that 
matters. It would be such an upset in their way of 
thinking to see otherwise— — ” 

“ But how foolish it is ! ” exclaimed Mr. England. 
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“ since it is so easy to see that China alone is half the 
world. Man lives in Asia and Africa, and the 
white races are there to modify Man ; but they are 
not Man. They are the bitters in gin-and-bitters : 
the gin and the water’s the thing.” 

“ It is the greatest lark, if that is really so ! ” 
cried Mr. Petersen. “ I wonder what it will all end 
in ! ’* 

“ Intermarriage, no doubt,” said Mr. England. 
“ Remember, Petersen, that Man is not a white ani- 
mal : white men are a freak, like white mice, or white 
horses, and will soon disappear. I have heard 

M make the same remark, and Schopenhauer, 

too, you remember, makes it : that is why, says 
Schopenhauer, a fair woman likes dark men, because 
she has an instinct to return, in her offspring, to 
the original dark type of the race ; but dark women 
have no corresponding impulse to marry fair men : 
in fact, often shrink from them. We fair types 
are a temporary accident, only human by courtesy. 
So I look forward three hundred years to one 
universal race, highly evolved, of a flushed brown as 
clear as the ruby, with melting almond eyes, and a 
thick little coral mouth, with little pearls for teeth.” 

“ The yellow race will have to be highly ascendant 
first, though, before any such intermarriage could 
take place,” said Mr. Petersen. 

• “ But we see that ascendancy beginning,” 
answered Mr. England ; “ and remember that it 
will be accompanied by a Socialism proclaimed in 
thunder by Japan to the whole world, which may 
still farther tend toward intermarriage. The 
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ascendancy and the socialism are even at hand : 
China is drilling away, and I have lately heard 

M use words which, if they mean anything, 

mean a European war within some months : 
for whatever Japan may intend, M , I am con- 

vinced, intends for her nothing less than Asia, plus 
Russia in Europe.” 

So the talk went on, but of it Yoshio heard not 
a word, his mind was so filled with eagerness to 
see the Taku start away toward Japan. He sat 
on the edge of his lounge, with one fist clutched, 
and a fixed dream in his eyes. The shuffling of 
feet, the loud breaths of the stretcher-bearers 
going down the companion-way with lanterns, 
the groans and screams, the stream of talk between 
Messrs. England and Petersen, the orders that 
were being called out, the sough of steam in the 
ship’s funnels, all passed before Yoshio as a scene 
of little interest : his soul was taken up with but 
one care, namely, that though he was about to see 
Nadine, miles of sea had first to be passed over. 
It became eight o’clock ; the two steamers were 
showing each their three lights ; the gun- vessel 
was low in the water now, and looked a sad wreck 
in the moonlight ; on the Shim Mart* the prisoners 
had been given a meal, and were again looking on 
over the ship’s side. 

At last all of the warships’ sailors were in the 
two steamers. The gun-vessel had not yet sunk, 
but the steamers made ready to go their ways ; 
their boats were taken in ; their throttle-valves 
shouted. The Shini Maru moved first, steamed 
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through a sixteen-point curve, and began to run 
westward under the Taku's stem. 

Nadine was bending over her starboard beam, 
looking down partly at the rush of the water and 
partly at the Taku, which she Was approaching ; 
but at the moment when the Shini Mam passed 
close unddr the Taku's stem, the young girl in 
soldier’s dress sprang up straight and became 
pale, holding her face upward like one sniffing at, 
or trying to inhale, some scent in the air ; she did 
not seem at first to be certain that she scented it, 
but presently certainty seemed to strike her, where- 
upon she uttered a sob, and ran and caught hold 
of a sleeve of one of the soldiers near her in a 
frightened way. By that time the Shini Maru 
was a good distance to the west of the Taku, for 
the Taku, too, had swung round, and was running 
eastward. In seven minutes the lights of the two 
ships had vanished from each other, though each 
could still spy the wreck of the gun-vessel, waiting 
in the moonlight to go down to her vast grave. 
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THE RENDEZVOUS 

Y OSHIO arrived in Tokio two nights after the 
sea-fight, and by noon of the next day was 
en route for Kobe ; but on getting out of the train 
at Kobe, great was his surprise and annoyance to 
see Mr. Petersen getting out also. 

The fact was that Yoshio’s father wished to keep 
him in leading-strings longer than was meet, as 
men of masterful minds are too apt to do to their 
children, and had told Messrs. England and Petersen 
to keep an eye on the young man’s movements ; 
the two western friends, therefore, felt themselves 
“ responsible ” for him, and the strangeness of 
Yoshio’s wish to rush away from Tokio had caused 
Mr. Petersen to wish to do the same thing, so thaf 
the two met on the platform at Kobe. 

This, however, Yoshio would not stand : his 
manner was cold and firm as he said to Mr. Petersen : 
“ I am going to a village near here — alone ; I will 
rejoin you here to-night by eight o’clock.” 

He then went by ricksha to Oyosaka, the village 
where Nadine had lived with Suyematsu, the 
priest. The journey had taken a long time, the 

in 
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country there being mountainous : his steps were 
therefore eager as he went toward the temple 
through the forest, for he wished to be back in 
Kobe by eight that night with Nadine, whom he 
meant to present boldly to Mr. Petersen. Now, 
therefore, he ran, and now he walked fast. It was 
about six in the evening. He came to a sort of 
hut, a chaya, in the forest, and went in to ask if 
he was going right. Only the little grandmother, 
Oyouki, was in there, sitting where the water 
bubbled out of the bamboo vase and made the 
clear pool at the bottom of which eggs, fruit and 
flowers were kept cool. But Oyouki was very deaf ; 
thrice Yoshio shouted to her, “ Is this the way to 
Suyematsu’s house ? ” and still the old Oyouki 
thought that he wanted only tea and pastdques. 
She got up to get him tea, talking meanwhile, for 
she had caught the babble of the water in the 
bamboo vase, and had the talkativeness of old age, 
so that she seemed to be made with one ear and 
two tongues. 

Just now she had the fact of Nadine’s angel- 
visit and departure on the brain, and of this she 
spoke dotingly to Yoshio. Every one in the neigh- 
bourhood, now that Nadine was gone, knew that 
the soldier in the house of Suyematsu had really 
been a girl ; so Oyouki spoke of her as “ she” without 
mentioning her soldier’s clothes, so that Yoshio 
did not even now learn that she had been a soldier, 
nor in what manner she had found her way into 
Japan : for this main fact was so deeply known to 
Oyouki, that she took it for granted that it was 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE RENDEZVOUS 


255 


known to every one. On she mumbled her gossip, 
thinking Yoshio only a passing stranger as another ; 
Yoshio heard of Nadine’s “ honourable sweetness ” 
in the priestly household, of Nadine’s “ honourable 
note-book ” which she had sent on to her young 
husband at Pekin before her departure ; he heard 
the name “ Shini Maru," and uttered a groan at 
the thought that the Shini Maru, with Nadine 
on board, had lain two hours not fifty yards from 
the Taku, with him on board ; he heard that Nadine 
had gone to Newchwang (Yinkow) expecting him 
to meet her there ; and hearing this, just as Oyouki 
was handing him the tea, he ran from the chaya 
with a cry, and with his hands over his face. 

He spent a long time sitting in the forest that 
night, and did not reach Kobe till the small hours 
of the morning, having walked all the way. 

The next day he was taken back by Mr. Petersen 
to Tokio, and two days afterwards got his com- 
mission as a sub-lieutenant in his old 2nd Division 
company, and he set off for China to join the fight- 
ing forces, having only with him one old servant 
named Hara. 

The young man made his way to Yinkow (New- 
chwang) with a forlorn hope of still finding Nadine 
there, though he had no right to be there, being 
under orders to hurry to the front. As he was 
entering his inn at Newchwang, a young Chinese 
officer whom he knew said to him — 

“ Your father passed through here from Pekin 
yesterday morning ” ; and he added with a laugh, 
“ he has gone on to the front in order to see the 
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last great battle on this side of Lake Baikal.” 

Yoshio had intended telegraphing to his father 
at Pekin to send him Nadine’s note-book ; now, 
therefore, he telegraphed instead to his father’s 
secretary there : “ Send me the packet which has 
come for me from Kobe ” ; but he got the reply : 
“ I think your father has taken it to give you at 
the front.” 

Dining the rest of his stay at Newchwang he had 
agents searching all the inns for “ a young-Russian 
lady,” for still he had no suspicion that Nadine 
had been in soldier’s clothes ; but by the end of 
the first day he had given up hope, for he knew 
that a “ young Russian lady ” in Newchwang 
would have been quickly found, if she was there. 

After three days’ search against hope he went on 
northward in his white putties and new summer 
uniform. He was in the depths of gloom now, but 
hope still sprang in him, and anon he said to him- 
self : “ There is hope yet, Yoshio. Nadine must 
have told her father of our marriage and won his 
favour, for she could not else have come on the 
Siberian railway and got to Japan ; on failing to 
find me at Newchwang she has gone back to her 
father, and is still somewhere with him on or near 
the seat of war. When I get there I shall discover 
her.” 

He saw, indeed, the unlikeliness of all this ; but 
hope is part of life, and because he lived and was 
young he hoped. 

The further he and his servant, Hara, now went, 
the more they came upon an ocean-current, as it 
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were, of troops and convoyed transport making 
northward. “ Practically the whole of our army 
is now mobilized,” said a fellow-officer to him at 
the window of his carriage on the platform at 
Haicheng ; “ two hundred thousand troops on each 
side now face each other yonder to the north on a 
front of some forty miles, and skirmishing is already 
going on.” 

“ Where is my father ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ In your own division with Brigadier Markino : 
he is facing Devriloff , by the way, who is command- 
ing the 68th and three following army-regiments.” 

Yoshio’s heart leapt at this, for if Nadine was 
near her father, then Yoshio would not be far 
from her when he joined his division. 

“They say that this coming battle will be the ' 
most momentous ever fought,” went on the officer, 

“ because if Russia again suffers a defeat, France 
will now be drawn to take her side, and Germany 
is only waiting for France to do this in order to 
join in, too, against England.” 

“ But what, then, has happened to make you say 
such a thing ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ I do not know,” answered the officer, “ but 
on a sudden, within the last three days, everyone.. ^ 
is to be heard speaking in this way. They say ; 
that the moment England is involved in the war, ; 
India will be ready to revolt, and that M — — will 
then declare the independence of India and Ton- 
quin in the name of China.” 

Yoshio’s train went on through the passes 
of the mountains, and during the afternoon 
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of the third day thence he and his man on 
mule-back passed the sentries of the fortified camp 
of his regiment, which he found in a shallow valley 
bounded by a chain of hills on the west. Just there 
the country had good grazing, with no lack of water 
and of woods for fuel. The hills were entrenched 
on their western slopes, with detached flank- 
trenches, and held by small outpost garrisons. 
The young sub-lieutenant was led to his captain by 
the sergeant-of-the-guard, and showed his com- 
mission. 

“ Your father rode through our camp yesterday, 
and wondered why you had not arrived,’' said 
Yoshio’s captain ; “ he is now three miles yonder 
to the south-east with Markino.” 

“ I will write him at once,” said Yoshio, and, going 
into the company-officers’ tent, he wrote of his 
arrival to his father, asking in a postscript for 
Nadine’s note-book in the words : “ Benevolently 
send me, dear father, by the bearer any letters or 
packets which you may hold for me,” and Hara 
went off with this note. Meanwhile, a few sub- 
alterns sitting round Yoshio told him all the news. 

“ We are all spoiling for a fight,” said one. “ Here 
we have been waiting, facing each other, ten long 
days, and not a shot fired.” 

“ Then why don’t you fight ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ It is hard to tell what the sick Bear is waiting 
for,” said another, “but we know what we are 
waiting for.” 

“ And what is that ? ” 

“ We’ll tell you, but it is as close as the grave, 
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you know. The colonel was utterly astonished 
yesterday when he found that we knew; but these 
things leak out, my boy. Look here, the key of 
the whole Russian plan is the position over against 
us : the 68th to 71st hold it under Devriloff, and we 
mean to rush part of it or perish. Guess how ? ” 

“ How ? ” asked Yoshio. 

“ Fifty to one the scheme comes from your father, 
so you should have the luck to get put on to it be- 
fore some of us others, if you volunteer : it will be 
hell’s own work for danger, though. Look here, you 
know how the Russians send round patrols at night 
to the sentry-posts of their outposts, to see that 
the lubbers are keeping awake. We used to do it, 
too, but we’ve dropped that game now. These 
patrols go tramping loudly from outpost to outpost 
every hour, so that, if an enemy were hiding in 
bush near by, he could hear the tramp, hear the 
password and countersign, see the forms on the sky- 
line perhaps, and know just where the outposts are 
and the whole lay of the position. Well, the scheme 
is for four of us to go round as a Russian patrol 
just before one of the real patrols is due, and stab 
two sentries ; then the force with us will quietly 
rush the posts, or slip between them, and so be 
upon the camps before the inlying sentries can 
give warning. The worst of it is that these are 
moonlight nights, and we must have darkness. 
That’s why we are waiting.” 

“ But .what a thing ! ” said Yoshio, staring. 

“ You will be volunteering, of course, and cutting 
us all out ? ” said one. 
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“ I do not know that I shall,” answered Yoshio. 
“ There are better men than I, nor am I ambitious 
in this direction, for I am not a soldier because I 
will, but because I must. But is all that true 
which I have heard about the danger of a European 
war ? Do you know ? ” 

“ True enough ! ” cried one. “ Banzai ! the more 
the merrier. That is, if we beat the Bear this time 
again. It is whispered that there are declarations 
of war in the bureaux of more than one European 
ambassador at this moment ; and the last telegrams 
from Tokio to the army speak of large withdrawals 
of foreign securities from London by those in the 
know within the last two days.” 

At this point of the talk Hara stood at the tent- 
door, having now returned from taking Yoshio’s 

note to Baron M . “ Your father is augustly 

absent,” he said to Yoshio, “ but I have left your 
note with General Markino, who will give it to his 
excellency when he returns.” 

Yoshio had hoped to get Nadine’s note-book 
that night ; he believed that he would find in it some 
hint of where Nadine was, whether with her father 
or no, and was very disappointed. 

“ Whither is my honoured father gone ? ” he 
asked. 

“ To some further camp,” answered Hara. 

“ For how long ? ” 

“ It may be for two, it may be for five, days.” 

Yoshio at once made up his mind not to wait 
to get the note-book before trying to find Nadine ; 
he was not even sure whether his father had not 
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read the note-book, or would ever allow him to 
see it. 

“ Hara,” he said taking his man aside, “ you will 
at once begin to do that which has been arranged 
between us. In a few minutes I will give you the 
letter for the lady, and here is money to hire the 
cart and mule, and to buy the fruit ; you will find 
a lodging in one of the villages in the valley to the 
west of those hills, and to-morrow morning you 
begin.” 

The next morning, then, at an early hour, Hara 
was wending across the valley west of the hills 
held by Yoshio’s regiment. He was driving a 
mule-cart with fruit, etc., to sell to the Russian 
camp beyond the mountain to the west of the 
valley. A pigtail swung behind his back, for he 
was disguised as a Chinese coolie. 

I This had all been thought of beforehand. Yoshio 
had purposely brought the old Hara and no other 
with him, because Hara had been with Baron 
M when the Baron was an attach i in St. Peters- 

burg, and because Hara had there learnt to speak 
some Russian. 

Hara’s instructions were to get into the Russian 
lines, to draw the soldiers by the cheapness of his 
goods, to find out from them just where General 
Devriloff was, and whether he had a daughter near 
him ; if he had, Hara was somehow to make his 
way to her with a letter from Yoshio. 

Hara’s cart wound its way up the mountain- 
road and came down on the other side to a plain 
between hills where the Russian camp was, ten 
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miles from Yoshio’s camp. It was a clear morning 
in late August ; the country here was leafy and 
arcadian, with two villages in the valley between 
the hostile camps ; a few huts hung on the mountain- 
sides ; waterfalls were to be seen, and streams, and 
brooks by which sheep browsed. Hara drew near 
the Russian camp, and passed the sentries ; but 
the next thing that happened to him was a bandage 
over his eyes, while he himself was dragged between 
two men towards a colonel who was sitting on a 
grass-bank, smoking and talking to his adjutant. 

“ Well, I don’t know you ; what’s your name ? ” 
said the colonel to Hara. 

“ Likien is my name, your honour,” answered 
Hara, who was a cool old blade. 

“ What have you brought to sell ? ” 

“ Fruit, eggs, milk, butter, your honour.” 

“ You are a spy, you have seen my gun-emplace- 
ments, I shall detain you in camp,” said the colonel, 
smiling. 

“ Your honour thinks too highly of me,” answered 
Hara with a perfect smile. 

“ He’s all right,” said the colonel, and turned to 
talk again with his adjutant. 

Five minutes later Hara was among the parked 
baggage, surrounded by buyers. The light-hearted 
Russian soldier cut capers round him, joked him, 
clapped him on the back, he sold so cheap. He 
soon knew from them that “ the General ” was in 
a village three versts to the west ; but three of 
them whom Hara asked if the general had a daughter 
near him laughed at the idea of this. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 


THE RENDEZVOUS 


263 


The fourth, however, did not laugh, but turned 
pale. He, or rather she, said, as she took the pears 
which she had bought, “ I — cannot tell ; why do ' 
you ask ? ” 

“ So that I may take her my best fruit to sell,” 
answered Hara. 

“ I — cannot tell,” said Nadine. 

Hara, after a sharp look at her, said to himself, 

“ He knows, if he would tell ” ; but he had to move 
away at last without having found out anything 
about the general’s daughter. He meant to go on 
now to the next camp to ask there, but when he 
had gone some yards, Nadine ran after him. 

“ Why do you wish to know ? ” she asked, reach- 
ing up to him ; “ tell me, and I may be able to help 
you.” 

Hara glanced keenly into her dark, pale face, 
which now looked older than it was, for she had 
the expression of one pined with hunger, and in 
her up-turned eyes was a yearning and troubled 
light. The old man trusted her. “ I have a message 
for her, then,” he said, “ a letter.” 

As he pronounced these words, he saw all Nadine's 
blood pass away from her face, leaving it blanched. 

She knew that Baron M was in the opposite 

camp ; she had had the thought that Yoshio might 
be there also. She suspected now that Yoshio may 
have written to her, and the joy of this, mixed with 
the terror that it might be only fancy, turned her 
white. Yet she shrank from asking any questions 
which might betray her, for the nearness of her father 
to her during the last three days had filled her 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE YELLOW WAVE 


264 

with fears, and she was now all shy and on the 
look-out for traps and tricks to unearth her. She 
feared also, not only her own father, but Yoshio’s, 
the enemy of her house, thinking that perhaps he 
had now found out all from Yoshio, and that this 
carter might be an agent of his to do her some 
mischief. But after a silence she ventured to ask, 
“ From whom is the letter ? ” 

“ That might be telling too much,” answered 
Hara. “ Why do you ask ? ” 

“ Because,” said she, “ I know that the lady 
expects a letter from a certain individual ; if this 
letter is from that individual, I undertake that she 
shall have it, if you intrust it to me, or from whom- 
soever it is, she shall have it.” 

“ But where is she ? ” 

“ That I must not tell you.” 

“ Are we in a mystery, then ? Tell me the name 
of the individual from whom the lady expects 
a letter ? ” 

“ That also I do not wish to say.” 

They were again silent, each shy of trusting the 
other. 

“ Well, I must only try to find her elsewhere,’ 
said Hara. 

“ Listen to me,” said Nadine, “ you will not find 
her. I tell you that I am one of very few who know 
where she is, though this may seem strange to you. 
Intrust the letter to me, and I promise that she 
shall have it without fail.” 

Hara looked at her face, hesitated, and said, 
“ Do you swear this, soldier ? ” 
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“ I swear it,” said Nadine, holding up her right 
arm. 

“ If I were to trust you, when should I return 
for an answer ? ” asked Hara. 

“ To-morrow morning.” 

“ Then, here is the letter.” 

Nadine took it, trembling, and the moment 
Hara’s cart was out of sight, had the envelope 
broken open. Yoshio had written — 

“ Nadine, I arrived at Kobe five days after you 
had left it. I was on the Taku and you were on 
the Shini Maru at the battle. I am here now on 
the east side of the valley, in the camp over against 
the camp of the 69th army-regiment. I do not 
know if you are with your father, or where you are. 
Can you meet me, Nadine ? In the middle of the - 
valley between the two camps is the village of 
Momiski ; the lane from there which runs south 
past the old mill without any arms takes one to a 
frog-pond, where it is quite lonely. I shall be there 
at the frog-pond every evening from five o’clock 
for twenty minutes, waiting for you.” 

The wary and secret Yoshio had put no name 
to it, but when he heard the news that it had been 
given to a common soldier he was furious with Hara, 
who crouched and crawled on the ground at his 
feet. Hara’s only excuse for his rashness was the 
good face of the little soldier who had won the 
letter from him ; but, as Yoshio had not seen this 
face, the excuse was without any weight for him. 
He was now tom with doubts, not knowing whether 
Nadine was really under her father’s protection, 
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whether she might not even be hiding from her 
father, whether in that case the letter might not 
get into DevrilofFs hand and bring mischief upon 
her and upon himself. The next day Hara, 
having again gone to the Russian camp, brought 
back the two written words : “ I come ! ” which 
he said the little soldier had handed him for the 
young lady. But they were written on a piece of 
wrapping-paper in large letters with a pencil which 
had no point, and this made Yoshio all the more 
anxious, for he could not see Nadine’s handwriting 
in the two words, they seemed written by a peasant ; 
nor could he think why she should have to write on 
wrapping-paper. He suspected some net, some 
trick somewhere. 

However, that afternoon before five, he began to 
stroll with a listless air about the camp, for he did 
not wish his going out to be remarked, though his 
stroll had always a westward drift in it. He paused 
to look on at the watering of a battery, spied into 
the great trenches made to cover the animals and 
wagons, and paused again to see an arrival of 
provision-carts convoyed by two armoured wagons. 
He then strolled on to the hills and over them, 
exchanging a word with an outpost officer, or won- 
dering at the minute cunning with which the posi- 
tion had been fortified, at the pits and banks which 
hid the guns from the enemy’s glasses, at the ruts 
in which the high wheels of machine-guns had been 
sunk, to hide them ; some of the trenches were small 
and redan-shaped, some long, with loop-holes three 
and four feet apart, and sluices to drain them, and 
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winding ways to the rear for retreat, or for com- 
munication with the camp ; some were covered in 
with boards and earth, forming underground 
blockhouses, others narrow and open, for standing 
in. And how grim now were the pastoral waves of 
the hill, made for sheep to browse on ! Here or there 
he came upon a dummy work, a dummy gun, to 
draw the enemy’s fire ; from some of the trenches 
wires led away back to headquarters for giving 
signals by tugging, and two hundred yards down 
was quite a cobweb of barbed wire among trees 
to entangle attackers ; beyond these were tar- 
barrels which could be lighted by pulling a string, 
to show up a night-attack ; and away to the rear, like 
a mirage in the air, floated a captive balloon. Be- 
yond the tar-barrels Yoshio came upon the road, 
passed into a lane, and now his stroll became a run. 
The sounds of the camp, which reached far in the 
still evening, ceased to be heard by him ; the sun 
blazed near its setting in a cloudless sky. 

The wary fellow came to within five hundred 
yards of the frog-pond, and there stopped, shy of 
going nearer, lest Prince Devriloff, having got hold 
of his letter to Nadine, had set some trap for his 
life at the rendezvous. He lay in high grass, and 
looked down the path leading to the frog-pond, 
his musket by his side ; and he waited to see a 
bright girl-form come down the piece of ground 
on the yonder side of the pond. 

But no Nadine came that evening. After half- 
an-hour Yoshio went sadly back to his camp. 

He longed all that sleepless night for his father to 
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come with Nadine’s note-book ; but Baron M 

was still absent from that part of the country, 
nor did the baron come all the next day. 

At five o’clock that second evening Yoshio 
again went toward the frog-pond wth even greater 
wariness, and, lying on his face, waited for Nadine 
to fulfil the promise “ I come ! ” though he hardly 
any longer believed that it was she who had written 
this on the piece of wrapping-paper. But he 
meant to see the matter through ; a fierceness 
against the world in general was in his mind as 
he waited ; and this evening again Nadine did 
not appear. 

On the third evening, however, Nadine went to 
meet him. She had not gone those other two 
evenings for the simple reason that she had been 
waiting her chance to get out of camp without 
being stopped, without being asked questions, and 
perhaps being arrested and found out. Her chance 
came when her fond friend, Grigory Khartoy, who 
would have done anything for her, was on sentry 
post. He let her pass and whispered her the pass- 
word. With light feet she ran then, till she was 
breathless, hardly once glancing back at the camp 
which she had left, as she thought, for ever. 

After coming from Japan and failing to find 
Yoshio at Yinkow (Newchwang), she had been re- 
drafted into her old company, then a mere cadre 
which was being filled up, and had soon been ordered 
to the front, where for five days now she had been 
within three versts of her father. This had filled 
her with terror, lest her life’s hope of being with 
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Yoshio should never now be fulfilled ; but, as a 
matter of fact, the search for her in the army was 
no longer an active one. It had once been active 
enough, for her woman, Anna Pochowski, had 
blabbed when it came to the point of being flogged 
three days after Nadine’s, Ivan Shtcherbakoff’s 
and her own arrest at the railway-station at Kar- 
insk. Anna had then told all, except the fact of 
Nadine’s marriage, of which she had feared to say 
a word on account of her own guilty share in it : 
so that the prince had soon got to know that his 
daughter had put on soldier’s clothes and had been 
marched away in some battalion ; but by the time 
he had heard this and could set the search on foot, 
Nadine was no longer in the army, for she had been ° 
taken prisoner ; the widespread search had been r 
fruitless, and Prince Devriloff’s hair had turned 
grayer. What had been Nadine’s motive for leaving r. 
St. Petersburg he could not guess. Anna Pochow- 
ski maintained that she did not know. As for 
the old Ivan Shtcherbakoff, he had died in a guard- 
room on the night of his arrest at Karinsk. The 
prince, therefore, was faced with mystery, and with 
another instance of that fearful destiny which 
seemed to track the sons of his race. He had taken 
it with his mocking gruff laugh ; but it showed in 
his hair, his beard, his face, and in a new weight 
which he seemed to carry on his shoulders. 

At any rate, the search for Nadine had now 
become lifeless because hopeless, so that her fears 
of the last few days had been without much ground : 
but they had made her thinner than ever. She now 
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found that she could not run so far as before, and 
it was a long way to her those five miles to the frog- 
pond, though she had marched twenty in one day 
without being very tired. However, she found it a 
pretty walk ; the valley was a shaded landscape 
in an Eastern tone, with scarlet lilies and large 
weeping-willows, the trees and creepers now turning 
yellow or red, and strewing the streams with their 
leaves. The evening air was clear and drowsy, 
hardly a sound was to be heard, for most of the 
people had fled till the fighting should be over. 
A dog whose master had left it followed the young 
girl some way ; in the village of Momiski she 
saw nobody but an old woman bearing a tub, and 
a shepherd smoking on his doorstep. Thence she 
turned south into a lane, went past the old mill 
of which Yoshio had written her, and now, though 
she was tired, she had to run again, for her eagerness 
drove her. She had no doubt that she was about 
to see Yoshio at last, for he had said that he would 
be at the frog-pond each evening, and she knew 
that he would not fail her. She smiled when she 
asked herself if he would love her as much in her 
soldier’s dress ; she was glad that he should see 
her so, for she had a fondness for anything that was 
extravagant or pert in costume ; but she did not 
look forward to the pleasure of seeing him surprised 
by that dress, for she took it for granted that he 
had got her note-book, which told her Story. 

At the end of a long lane leading south, she turned 
eastward upon a piece of ground which went down 
with a swollen surface to the frog-pond at its 
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bottom, a rather rough spot, grown with some 
bracken and some pine-trees. 

She had hardly well entered upon it when she 
saw Yoshio, and though he was quite six hundred 
yards away, she knew clearly within herself that 
it was he : he was on a path which ran upward 
through long grass from the yon side of the pond. 
The breathless call of “ Yoshio ! ” at once leapt 
from Nadine’s lips ; but as she uttered it, he dis- 
appeared from her sight. The wary fellow had 
lain down. Three seconds afterwards a bullet 
rang past her left ear ; she heard the report of a 
musket. 

She was soldier enough now to have the instinct 
to lie down instantly when bullets were flying 
about. Partly, then, through wisdom, and partly 
through weakness at this sudden woe, she dropped 
down. Yoshio, on his side, thought that she was 
now seeking cover from which to fire at him, and 
fired thrice quickly : he had not seen that she had 
no musket. Two of his bullets went wide, but one 
drove into grass two yards before her, and struck 
dust into her face. “ Oh, Yoshio ! ” was all she 
could groan, as she cowered close to the ground, 
with her right cheek on it, trembling throughout 
her frame at this reception of her glad coming, 
for the wrath of heaven seemed to be in it. 

Perhaps twenty seconds of waiting went by after 
this, then came another shot : it passed a yard 
above Nadine’s back. 

It now came into her mind that she could not be 
hidden since the shots were striking so near, and 
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up she leapt in a flurry to run to the nearest pine- 
tree four yards to her right. As she made the 
rush, he fired ; the bullet struck off some of the 
bark of the tree before she reached it ; she crouched 
on her knees behind the roots. But the trunk 
was not thick, did not cover her well. He fired 
again. The young girl’s eyes stared ; her bosom 
panted for breath. 

Again Yoshio shot at and missed her : but she 
knew that he had only to keep on firing in order to 
make a hit, and as she dared not run back toward the 
lane, she determined to make rushes from tree to 
tree until she got to the tree nearest the frog-pond, 
from which she would rush into the open, where 
it was light, with her arms spread in sign of sur- 
render, trusting in God that he might see her sur- 
render in time before he fired. She understood that 
he took her for a Russian soldier since she was 
dressed as one, and that he could never have seen 
her note-book. 

She ran, therefore, to the second tree, and thence 
to the third in a zig-zag line ; and at each of her 
rushes Yoshio fired. “But how determined he is 
to kill me ! ” she thought ; “ this is strange, my 
God ! ” One of the bullets passed an inch or two 
from her neck, and, on the whole, his aim seemed 
to be getting better. At the fourth tree he fired 
well upon her, whereat on a sudden she screamed 
out his name with all her soul. But he did not 
seem to hear. As she ran again with a bent back, 
he fired upon her. 

At last she was behind the tree nearest the pond, 
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and there lingered a minute with her eyes closed, 
praying, hesitating. But hesitation meant death, 
for it was a pine-tree, not thick enough to cover 
her, and when he had fired twice upon her there, _ 
she ran out with her arms spread, calling out, “ Oh, | 
Yoshio, do not kill me dead ! ” But even as she 
had made the run, Yoshio had fired. His bullet ' 
pierced her : she felt the pain of it, and stood still j 

with a bent head ; the comers of her mouth turned I 

1 ' 

downward to cry, for it was a pitiful thing ; but i 
before any tear came, she suddenly dropped for- J 
ward. 

Yoshio then rose, and came out into the path. 
He had still ten minutes to wait for Nadine, and 
he was determined to wait, though he felt sure that 
no Nadine would come. His eye from minute to 
minutes rested with a sullen bitterness upon the 
form which his hand had laid prostrate on the bank 
of the frog-pond, He would approach no nearer 
to it, fearing that there might be others in ambush 
thereabouts for him. ^ 

Afterwards he returned to camp, and reported j 
that, having gone out foi a stroll, he had seen a ! 
daring Russian scout, and had shot him. But he 
did not really believe that it was a scout : he be- 
lieved that it was an agent of Prince Devriloff who 
had been sent to take his life. | 
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THE NIGHT-PATROL 

T HE moon was on the wane then, and the night 
following that on which Nadine fell at the 
hand of Yoshio was the one chosen beforehand 
by the Japanese for the attempt upon the Russian 
outposts. 

But before it was dark that night of Nadine’s 
fall, she was seen by a peasant, half Jew, half 
Mongol, who was wandering near the frog-pond, 
picking up a cart-load of fir-cones and faggots to 
take to the Russian camp in the morning ; and he, 
finding that she was not dead, carried her to his 
hut, where his wife, stripping her of her tunic, saw 
with wonder that the soldier was a girl. 

Nadine was not “ severely ” wounded, and, 
but for her general weakness and despair, would 
not have remained so long unconscious ; the bullet 
had passed through the left arm without breaking 
any bone, and it was rather shock and fear which 
had caused her to faint. At about two in the morn- 
ing she woke in the dark to find herself on a mat, 
a bandage and some leaves round her arm, her chest 

374 
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open, her body burning, and two persons near her 
breathing loudly in sleep. 

The first thing that struck her was that her sex 
was now revealed, unless she could bury herself 
anew in the army before these people should awake 
and see her face well. She groped wearily for her 
things, and put them on. Her limbs ached ; her 
left arm seemed nothing but an ache ; she shivered 
and was hot at the same time. 

Presently she stole out of the door. The thought 
of going to the Japanese lines came into her mind a 
moment, but she did not know the way to them, 
nor wished to be shot again ; she was weary, 
without much force of mind left in her. She 
found her way back to the lane, and passed with 
slow feet through the village again. The way was 
endless to her ; some of it she passed over in a sort 
of dream and forgetfulness. The moon could just 
be guessed from a white smear among masses of 
doud, and all that valley was as strange and lone- 
some as the valley of the shadow of death. Anon 
the young girl buried her face in her hands and 
wept bitterly with sobs. 

In passing over a brook she stopped, and in a 
weary manner washed some blood out of the sleeve 
of her tunic. Twenty minutes afterwards she passed 
an outlying sentry, then an inlying. Happily 
she had the password, and was not on the roster 
for duty that night. She skulked to her tent 
without attracting any notice, and she dropped down 
by her mates to sleep with a fevered brow. 

But by eleven the next morning she knew that 
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it was all up with the hiding of her sex much 
longer : for the rumour was flying like gas that a 
wounded Russian soldier had been found by a 
peasant to be a girl. It was everywhere ; it was in 
the Japanese camp— the poor Yoshio heard it. 
On the Russian side, indeed, it could hardly be 
believed, for no one seemed to be “wounded.” 
Still, Nadine understood that it was only a question 
of days, of hours perhaps, when her father would 
surely see her face. 

Prince Devriloff, strange to say, did not hear of 
it till near four in the afternoon. An orderly from 
Nadine’s camp had been sent to tell him, but the 
general was then driving in his heavy carriage 
about the outposts of a camp six versts to the west 
of his own ; but on returning to his village head- 
quarters, as he stepped from the carriage, he heard 
the news. 

His hand swept down the length of his flying 
sheaves of beard, while his heart jumped within 
him. 

“ Well, who is ‘ wounded ’ ? ” he asked at once. 

“ That is the question, my general,” answered 
the orderly. “ No one seems to be wounded.” 

“ Can the peasant have lied, then ? Where is 
this peasant ? Why have you not brought him 
along ? ” 

“ No one has thought of this, my general ; but the 
man shall at once be brought to you, for I know 
where to find him in a moment.” 

“ Sulkowski, my horse,” said the prince to one of 
his staff. 
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While the horse was being saddled, he got from 
the orderly just where the peasant’s hut was, then 
went into the cottage which was his headquarters, 
and now could no longer hide his impatience from 
himself, throwing his mighty body about a room 
full of violets in vases, in plates, in cups, and even in 
tumblers. The moment his charger came he leapt 
into the saddle and was off without any escort, with- 
out a weapon, save a pistol in his saddle-bag, in 
order to question the peasant who had taken Nadine 
into his hut. It was near five p.m. then. 

Knowing the country minutely, he rode seven 
versts with a loose rein, down hill and up, not caring 
how near he went to the Japanese lines, in which, 
he knew, his old enemy somewhere was. Baron 
M — — was, in fact, fearfully near to the prince, 
having at last arrived in Yoshio’s camp : for that 
night the attempt upon the Russian outpost sen- 
tries was to be made. 

Yoshio, therefore, now had Nadine’s note-book, 
which his father had brought him unopened and 
unread ; he now knew her story, how she had 
become a soldier, and something like certainty 
had struck to the heart of the young man that it 
was Nadine whom he had shot the previous evening. 
But this his brain could not quite take in, it was 
too horrible, and he went about his duties during 
the afternoon as usual, but with a red eye 
which his father noticed and mused on. Yoshio 
could not leave the camp much before five, but 
when he could, he ran to wait for Nadine again, 
to wait till she should come to him, “ for she will 
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come/' he told himself. The young man was hardly 
any longer sane ; his chief aim in going was to wait 
for her to come to him, and he had also the saner 
aim to find out what had become of the body 
which he had shot, and to glance once at that dead 
face. 

His father, who was talking to the colonel at the 
door of the commanding-officer’s tent, saw him 
going, and made a remark on it ; whereupon it 
came out that Yoshio was in the habit of going 
that way about that hour — a strange thing which 
had been remarked in the camp, though Yoshio 
little thought that it had been. “ Some love-affair 
with a damsel of the valley perhaps ? ” said-tire 
colonel, with a smile ; to which Baron Stfurino\ 
answered : “ Well, it is a fine evening ; perhaps-T 
will stroll that way myself.” 

The baron then walked out of camp, fast at first, 
and twice caught glimpses of Yoshio’s back, though 
at several points Yoshio started into running. 
But by the time Yoshio had come near that spot 
from which he bad fired at Nadine he had heard 
some steps behind him, for the evening air carried 
far, and not wishing to be observed, he lay in the 
long grass, and waited for the steps to go by. He 
breathed to himself the word “ Father ! ” as the 
baron went past him with quick steps, looking for 
him. 

The baron went down to the frog-pond, skirted 
it, and went up the rough ground on the other side 
where Nadine had been shot. As he got near the 
top of this ground he heard steps coming toward 
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him, and a moment afterwards found himself face I 
to face with Prince Devriloff. J 

With the prince was the peasant who had 
sheltered Nadine ; the peasant was leading the 
prince to show him the spot where the girl-soldier 
had been found. ; 

The two noblemen and generals halted and 1 
looked at each other. The baron expected to drop j 
dead instantly, for he had no weapon ; so did the j 
prince, for he had none ; he had left his pistol in j 
his saddle-bag, his horse being tied up at the 
peasant’s cottage a mile away. Both were pale. 
Prince Devriloff’s lips trembled. 

But in some seconds Baron M understood 

that he was safe, and he smiled, saying : 

“ What, prince, still alive ? ” 

“ And you ? ” retorted the prince. 

“ Oh, I mean to live a long time, and see many 

days and changes,” said Baron M : “ but you, 

I can see, have a tendency to — consumption.” 

Prince Devriloff stooped to the peasant, whis- 
pering dose : “ Run back and fetch me my pistol 
from the saddle-bag.” The peasant ran off, whereat 

Baron M said with a smile : 

“ No, he will not be back in time : I think it is 
decreed, prince, that it is I who shall shoot you, 
and not you shoot me. Yes, I think so.” 

“ Shoot you ? ” laughed the prince. “ What, 
do they shoot rats, then ? I thought they always 
drowned them. What ? Gol, gol ! ” 

“ Yes, you have a pretty wit,” said Baron 
M- : “ even of Russia, the land of downs, 
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you are not worthy. I shall do a good thing for 
your country when I pin you at last.” 

“ Why, whom is this little rat going to pin ? ” 
cried the prince, appealing with a red face to the 
four winds : “ I declare I’d make that peasant 
wring its pestilent little neck ” 

“ You have already had private dealings with 
necks, I think,” said the baron, “and you have 
bloody dreams, prince, confess, in your bed at 
night. It is said that the dead live afterwards, 
and come again ” 

“ What, have Japanese women, too, got ghosts ? 
What ? Gol, gol ! ” 

“ They have husbands and sons. You had 
better look out, by the way. My boy, I think, 
is somewhere not far from here with a gun. He 
will shoot in the legs, so as to preserve you for my 
pleasure.” 

The prince glanced quickly round at this, and 
swept his hand down his beard. “ Now I have 
alarmed you,” said the baron ; “ but I doubt if you 
are destined to be won in this easy way. Perhaps 
I shall reach you through your country.” 

“ My country, indeed ! What of my country 
now ? ” retorted the prince in the tone of a woman 
quarrelling. 

“ It is reported that she is in some danger,” 
answered the baron with a malice in his smiling 
eyes. 

“ What, are you going to invade us all ? What ? ” 
laughed the prince. 

“The rhinoceros has a big body but a little 
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mind. Prince Devriloff. Can you conceive before 
you see it a war to which this little war of ours is 
as nothing, in which you shall feel England on 
your breast and Japan on your back ? It could 
have been done months ago with a scratch of my 
pen. You have heard of a place called China ? 
It may be done now in a day without anyone taking 
up the pen. That should be a blaze which will 
frighten the heart of Russian princes, perhaps.” 

“ Oh, your European war ! let it come,” said 
Prince Devriloff. “ Our success in this war has not 
been immediate because our men cannot feel that 
they are fighting with men, but with lower creatures. 
Let your European war come : then we will fight. 
Meanwhile ” 

“ Yes, I am going : God preserve your life, till 
we meet again.” 

Baron M had kept his eye on the moving 

figure of the peasant, and, as soon as the peasant 
disappeared, turned his back upon the prince and 
walked away. The prince went the other way, 
muttering and laughing, with an ashen lip. He 
walked to the peasant’s hut, and giving up now the 
purpose of looking at the spot where the soldier-girl 
had been found, rode off toward the west. He 
believed the peasant’s story, and meant to look 
before noon the next day into the face of every 
soldier in the camps about him. He turned his 
horse toward the camp of the 69th, the nearest 
to the valley, the camp in which, in fact, 
Nadine was ; but midway he began to Jbe dis- 
tressed by an odour which he smelled, or fancied 
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that he smelled, and this thing seemed to have a 
wonderful effect upon the prince, for he became 

paler than Baron M ’s presence had been able 

to make him : it was an odour of violets. At one 
point he was so tormented by it, that he got off 
his horse and searched among the bush for violets 
to hold to his nose ; but there were none in the 
valley at that time of the year : those which he had 
in his headquarters cottage had come for him from 
Russia. Instead of going to the camp of the 
69th he galloped straight for his cottage, in order 
to be among his violets, continually sniffing out the 
scent meanwhile, and hardly allowing himself to 
breathe : he believed that some terrible thing was 
on the point of befalling him and his. 

But when he reached his cottage, he still found 
no peace ; the violets there were faded, and he 
could not make himself believe that what he scented 
came from them. At dinner he drank deeply and 
laughed loud with a forced and mocking gaiety ; 
but afterwards, at about eleven in the night, he 
had to give way to his mood of gloom and grief ; 
his great head with its flat back fell upon the table, 
and, as he sat so, his breath puffing audibly from 
his hairy nostrils, he said to a staff-officer, a close 
friend, who hung over him, “ Sulkowski, do not 
mind me, I am in a bad way to-night, boy : and 
all on account of a fancy, an old woman’s tale : 
what ? gol, gol ! But you do not know, you do not 
know ; there are queer things in the make of the 
world, Sulkowski ; why, I smell it now, man — 
distinctly — at this very moment, strong, strong. 


Digitized by v^.ooQle 



THE NIGHT-PATROL 


283 

by God ! They say that she comes to us when 
things are about to crush us with her weak, help- 
less messages that do no good, and that it is her 
presence which haunts our nostrils. I feel bad, 
Sulkowski. Give me some brandy.” In this trouble 
of mind the prince continued all the night till 
three in the morning, when he was shocked into 
other cares by a sound of firing in the direction 
of the camp of the 69th. 

At that hour the Japanese attempt upon the 
Russian outposts had been made, but had turned 
out quite otherwise than it had been planned, and 
this through an act of Yoshio’s, as we shall see. 

That evening Baron M had returned to the 

camp from his interview with Prince Devriloff in a 
very grim mood. Soon afterwards Yoshio, too, 
who, lying in the grass, had watched that interview, 
returned to camp, and was seen coming in by his 
father. Now, before this, the baron had asked the 
colonel of the regiment whether Yoshio had volun- 
teered for service in the attempt that was to be 
made upon the Russian outpost-piquets, and though 
not very pleased when the colonel said no, had 
said no more about it, since the attempt was a most 
ticklish one, fit to be entrusted only to a set of bom 
scouts. But seeing Yoshio coming into camp that 
evening, the baron, grim from his interview with 
the prince, walked to meet, and said to his son : 
“ Where have you been ? ” 

“ I have been strolling, father,” answered the 
young man. 

“ Where to ? What for ? Tell me.” 
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“ Oh, father, let me alone ! ” said Yoshio. 

Yoshio was, in truth, as has been said of him, 
hardly sane. He had just seen that the body shot 
by him had been removed from the bank of the 
frog-pond, and he was still in his horrid uncertainty 
as to whether that body was Nadine’s. He was 
rather deranged. His father glanced at him with 
a start of alarm. 

“ Let you alone ? ” repeated the baron. “ Have 
you said to me, ‘ Let me alone ’ ? ” 

“ Father, I am mad ! ” groaned Yoshio ; then the 
young man screamed out, opening his arms, “ Father, 
I am in trouble ! ” 

“ In trouble ? My boy ! ” 

“ Yes, father, in trouble, in trouble, I tell you ! ” 

“ Never mind, you have your father, the friend 
of your mother. Tell me of it.” 

“ But I cannot tell you ! That is the worst ! I 
never must, for you would horribly hate me and spit 
at me ! ” 

“ Silence, silence. Command yourself. Now tell 
me.” 

“ I cannot ! ” 

“ You must. Do not disobey me again, Yoshio.” 

Yoshio hesitated, turned very pale, then with a 
mad haste thrust his hand into his tunic breast, 
caught out Nadine’s note-book, and handed it to 
his father, saying, “ Read it then J read it ! ” 

“ Shall I find it all here ? ” asked the baron. 

“ Yes, all ! ” 

“ I shall read it. But what terrible thing can it 
be that has so troubled and changed you ? You 
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displease me, Yoshio. I came now to ask you by 
what chance it is that you have not volunteered 
for service in the attempt upon the mountain-posts 
to-night ? ” 

“ Volunteer ? I ? I did not wish to volunteer, 
I felt no impulse ” 

“ Indeed ! But you knew that the task is dan- 
gerous ; men usually ' fed an impulse ’ to volunteer 
for dangerous tasks : by what chance did you not 
fed it in this case ? Tell me.” 

“ I wish I had now ! I only wish I had ! ” 

“ It is not too late,” said Baron M . “ Write 

forthwith an application to your colonel, sign it 
with your blood, and I undertake that a place 
shall be given you in the second group with Sub- 
lieutenant Gheta.” 

“ Very well, I shall do this. I had a dream last 
night ” 

“Well?” 

“ It is nothing.” 

“ But what is the matter with you ? Tell me, 
boy, since I have asked.” 

“ It is nothing, father. I dreamt that I saw two 
ravens sailing in the air and coming, but they turned 
into black swans. Then they began to moult their 
feathers in a steady way by handfuls, by sackfuls, 
by wagonfuls, till it became a snowstorm, only a 
black one, not a white, filling the space under the 
skies with a darkness of black snow. That would 
be a horribly sad thing, too, if it could happen. 
By the gods l I think that everyone would die of 
pity, if people should see such a thing taking place.” 
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“ But what is the matter with him ? ” repeated 
the lather, half to himself : “ Yoshio, you displease 
me. 

“ But you should be glad, father ! You should 
dance for joy ! for I think that I have shot one of 
the race of him who did my honoured mother to 
death. By the gods, she is abundantly avenged, 
my mother ! ” 

“ You ? Did you see Devriloff just now, then ? 

Have you shot him ? ” whispered Baron M 

eagerly. 

“ Not the prince himself, but one of the race 
perhaps ! She is avenged, my honoured mother ! ” 

The young man chuckled to himself. 

“ But is he mad ? ” asked the baron, at a loss to 
understand the words which his ears heard, or the 
odd look of the face before him. But before any- 
thing further could be said, the sergeant-of-the- 
guard came up saluting, and saying — 

“ I have just brought in two visitors to your 
excellency past one of the south sentries — Prince 
Ching and General Ma. By the colonel’s order 
they have been taken to his own tent, and are there 
awaiting your excellency.” 

“ I am coming,” said Baron M . “ Yoshio, 

write to your colonel for service to-night. ” He 
pressed the young man’s shoulder between his 
fingers, and with Nadine’s note-book in his jacket 
pocket, hurriedly went after the sergeant. 

Outside the colonel’s tent he saw the two palan- 
quins of the Chinese dignitaries, and inside he found 
the dignitaries themselves, as scented and dressed 
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as ladies of the harem, waiting for him. They had 
come, partly to witness a great battle, and partly 

to witness the signature by Baron M of a 

document which was meant to plunge Europe and 
the world into war. 

To some it may seem unlikely that this that is 
here stated was really so ; it may be asked, “ How, 
if a European war was really so near, did one not 
read of it in one’s newspaper ? ” But it is none 
the less quite true : for there are individuals among 
us who know that when the inner history of the war 
comes to be" written, the public will be amazed to 
learn how near the brink of a general war the world 
at that time stood. 

The talk between the two Chinese and the baron 
lasted till near ten in the night. The Chinese wished 
the baron to sign the document (one addressed to 
the French Government) at once ; the baron did not 
wish to sign it till the following evening. 

“ To-morrow,” he said in effect, “ a general battle 
is almost certain to take place : if the Russian army 
is then routed, as we expect, there will never be any 
need to sign this document, for a European war 
will follow that rout without it. Let us, therefore, 
wait. If the enemy are not routed, then by six 
to-morrow evening I will sign.” 

Prince Ching, who was as rash and eager now 
for the unfolding of events as he had once been full 
of fears, answered to this : “ But China is waiting 
to go ahead ; you yourself have done much 
to prepare her, and we are now masters of 
everything : why, then, should we be politic and 
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careful of this and of that ? Better sign the docu- 
ment, M , and let it be sent off to-night to the 

Wai-wa-pu to be telegraphed to Paris.” 

In this General Ma agreed with Prince Ching, 

but Baron M merely smiled at them, as if 

they had been children ; he would not sign. 

At last the interview drew to an end. The baron, 
who was inwardly anxious to read the note-book 
which his son had handed him, had already risen and 
bowed to end it, when three new arrivals claimed his 
attention. These were Messrs. England, Petersen, 
and a leading Tiger-hunter of Nagasaki, a Socialist 
and newspaper-man, named Kotohito ; these, too, 
wished to witness the battle, and Kotohito had the 

special aim of beseeching Baron M to hasten 

a general war, which he said would, just at that 
juncture of affairs, bring about the triumph of 
Socialism in Japan. 

This second interview lasted until midnight. The 
baron then ran out of the tent, asking for news of 
the night-parties : he heard that they had gone 
out half-an-hour before, Yoshio among them. He 
then returned to his tent, and spent a part of the 
night by his lamp over Nadine’s note-book. 

It was drizzling, and a better night could hardly 
have been chosen for the attempt upon the Russian 
outposts, though anon a thin moon looked down 
through the clouds. But it was dark enough, and 
mutterings of thunder were heard. 
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CHAPTER XXII 


THE SENTRY 

T HE Japanese adventurers were made up of 
two groups of twenty men each, each of the 
two groups being under an officer who could more 
or less speak Russian. Four of the men in each 
group had on Russian tunics and forage-caps, these 
four being meant to be the active agents in the plot, 
while the other sixteen were to be hidden in bush 
not far off, till the sentries were killed. Each group- 
leader had with him a dagger and a small bow-and- 
arrow. Two thousand yards behind these pioneers 
a battalion and a half, say 1,500 men, were to steal 
up. 

By midnight the two groups of twenty were passing 
through the valley, and half-an-hour later parted 
where the ground began to rise toward the mountain. 
One group went along a lane north-westward, the 
second group under Sub-Lieutenant Gheta, a young 
athlete as sharp as a needle and as dauntless as a 
hero, went straight westward up a path between 
cliffs. With this group went Yoshio. 

“ How do you feel, Yoshio ? ” asked Sub-Lieu- 
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tenant Gheta with a grin, as they passed over a 
wooded plain on the mountain-side. 

Yoshio made no answer. 

“ What is the matter, then ? ” asked Gheta again. 
“ Do you think we are all going to be killed, eh ? ” 

“ I do not care if we are,” answered Yoshio. 

The other glanced sharply at Yoshio, saying, 
“ What ? But why do you speak in that manner ? ” 

“ I do not care either way,” said Yoshio. 

Again Gheta glanced at Yoshio’s face ; he was 
leader here, and wanted no half-hearted men with 
him. After a moment he said quietly, “ Repeat 

those words, M , and I order you back to camp, 

whoever your father may be.” Nothing more was 
said. 

They came to a hill on the mountain-side on 
which were a few huts in a wood ; after crossing 
this, Gheta and another man thenceforward went 
a little before the rest, picking their course, rushing 
from hiding-place to hiding-place, or else crawling 
on the belly ; whatever those two did the eighteen 
behind copied. Any one looking on would have 
thought that all that wariness was not needed, for 
it was mostly very dark, and quite black where 
crags, leafage, or crops were ; the drizzle fell always,, 
and the mood of thunder which haunted the air 
with moan on moan seemed only to add another 
awe to the silence of Nature through which this 
little band crept and ferreted on its dark purpose. 

At last the silence was broken. “ Here they 
come ! ” went the whisper among the Japanese. A 
tramp was heard — the Russian patrol of three men 
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and a sergeant, going the rounds from piquet to 
piquet. These piquets were five to eight hundred 
yards apart — small forces of eight or ten men on 
the highest parts of the mountain round the front 
of the camp. Well out from each piquet stood a 
sentry in a spot commanding a view eastwards ; 
the patrols’ duty was to visit the sentries ; and 
What the two Japanese groups had to do was to pass 
themselves off as patrols, kill four sentries in all, 
and then surprise the piquets, thus clearing a way 
for the battalion behind. 

As the patrol’s tramp came nearer, Sub-Lieuten- 
ant Gheta, whose group was lying behind a clump of 
trees, whispered hotly at Yoshio’s ear : “You others 
wait here ! ’’ and he himself stole out towards the 
tramp of feet, travelling so fast on the belly through 
scrub and stubble that in some seconds he was lost 
to the others’ eyes. He was absent twenty minutes. 
When he came back he knew the Russian password 
and countersign* having heard a sentry challenge 
the patrol. 

A mile away to the north-west, the other Japanese 
group had been not less lucky than he. 

They had now to wait nearly an hour, till the 
patrol should be again nearly due to visit the 
sentry ; but during Sub-Lieutenant Gheta’s prowl 
after the patrol he had spied a sentry standing so 
near a thicket, that he had been tempted to shoot 
from the thicket with the arrow there and then. 
He had not done this, for that’was not quite accord- 
ing to the plot : but during the hour of waiting, 
this chance of surely and promptly killing one of 
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the sentries so tempted the keen spirit of Gheta, 
that before the hour was half over, he and his three 
in Russian clothes had stolen well forward, and 
were crawling into the thicket near the unwary 
sentry. 

It was slow work in the bush, they prowled so 
daintily through, thinking of spring-guns and 
watch-dogs : slow and dark and thorny ; but inch 
by inch they made headway. Yoshio was at the 
right hand of Sub-Lieutenant Gheta. 

At last their heads pried out ; they saw the sentry’s 
form. It was no longer so near the thicket, how- 
ever, as it had been ; and to their surprise the form 
was sitting down ! It was at the foot of a pine- 
tree, and seemed to have only waited for the passing 
of the patrol in order to take its chance and go to 
sleep ! 

The four on their bellies in the thicket held their 
breaths, while the very air seemed to watch, Sub- 
Lieutenant Gheta waiting to see if the sentry was 
really asleep. He would not shoot the arrow, for 
the pine-tree rather covered the sitting form, and 
to shoot and fail to kill would not have done. Ten 
minutes went by, the fate of kingdoms, of the 
world, hanging on the outcome. 

Presently the sentry gave out a sigh, rose with a 
very weary effort, and strolled toward the thicket, 
three, four yards. The form then stopped, sighed 
again, hung its head like a sick man, and then 
turned up its face to the drizzling sky with a gaze 
as it were of prayer. In that upturned face the 
eyes of Yoshio, now used to the gloom, saw Nadine’s 
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profile. He understood that it was certainly she. 

The young man now knew strange pain. She 
was about to be killed. On the one hand was his 




duty to an army of men, to his teeming country j 
on the other his love. Nor~had he any time to j 
think and choose. Nadine was not five yards from 
the arrow which he could feel Sub-Lieutenant Gheta 
moving to aim. To say something quickly to 
Gheta, to tell him not to shoot, was Yoshio’s first 
impulse ; his mouth was at once at Gheta’s ear, 
but before he could say one word Gheta’s palm was 
over his mouth, pushing his head away. Gheta 
then put his arrow to the string to shoot quickly 
while the sentry was standing on open grass : . 
Yoshio struck down the bow and arrow to the! 


ground. 

At this mystery a smothered groan came from 
Sub-Lieutenant Gheta’s heart ; the next moment he 
was keenly on his legs, about to spring out to stab 
the sentry. As he started forward, Yoshio caught 
his right leg : the sub-lieutenant dropped on his 
length to his face with a sound which Nadine heard. 

At the same time Yoshio was darting out of the 
thicket to save her ; she saw him coming, and before 
she knew him had fired into the air. A second later, 
however, he had her lifted to his breast and was 
running wild with her. 

“ Treason ” was the word groaned in the thicket ; 
and, as there was no longer any question of secrecy, 
since the piquet had been roused by Nadine’s mus- 
ket-shot, the three Japanese fired in a rage upon 
Yoshio and Nadine, Sub-Lieutenant Gheta now 
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remembering in this new light Yoshio’s strange 
answers and manner during the earlier part of the 
night. “ Traitor ! ” was shouted, but the fugitives 
were not hit either by the Japanese shots or by 
those pouring from the Russian piquet, for Yoshio 
had leapt into a sort of gut or cleft, and was running 
wild with his burden he knew not whither— down 
hill and eastward. 

In three minutes the night was loud with firing. 
Each of the Russian outpost-piquets was connected 
by alarm- wires with the camp, which was soon pour- 
ing out its hosts into the mountain-trenches. Miles 
of the mountain-top broke into crackling, and 
cannon like watch-dogs began to boom at the 
darkness, having no other target. 

It was all this noise that General Prince Devriloff 
heard about three in the morning at his head- 
quarters, three versts to westward ; it turned his 
mind from the scent of violets which had been 
plaguing him all that night to the scent of powder ; 
and leaping upon his charger, he galloped with his 
staff toward the supposed battle. 

A kind of battle was really going on, but it was 
a^battle in which each side was hopelessly in the 
dark as to the other’s whereabouts. The Japanese 
battalion and a half which had been posted low 
down the mountain to await the signal of the ad- 
venturers, hearing fire on a large scale, believed 
that they were being attacked ; but they knew 
that they were in dead ground from the Russian 
trenches on the heights, and therefore believed 
that they were being attacked from a hill that ran 
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north and south along the mountain-face above 
them — a belief in which they were strengthened by 
catching sight of two Russian forms silhouetted on 
the hill against the sky-line in the glare of a shell shot 
from the mountain-top ; but these two “ Russian ” 
forms were only Yoshio in his Russian tunic and 
Nadine. The Russians on their part believed that 
that same hill was held in force by the Japanese 
when the Japanese replied to their fire, since their 
mountain-top was in dead ground from fire below 
the hill ; and in this belief they were strengthened 
by catching sight on one part of the hill-top of some 
twenty of the Japanese adventurers, who were then 
in flight down the mountain to rejoin the battalion. 
Both sides, therefore, were firing in the dark night 
upon an empty hill, where only Yoshio and Nadine 
were. 

Yoshio, who had a deep breath and could run far, 
had run with Nadine in his arms as long as he could, 
then they had run side by side, talking all the time 
in a disjointed, hysterical way, their aim being to 
get beyond the hill-top and so reach the Japanese 
lines, for they had no fear of being shot by Japanese 
fire ; but they had no sooner run up the western 
hill-slope than bullets from the east — from the 
Japanese — sang past their heads ; at the same time 
a Russian twelve-pounder burst ten yards from 
them. “ Lie down ! ” cried out Yoshio and Nadine 
together ; and they lay down, for they could run 
further neither way, being on an open hill-top 
between two fires. 

“ Let us go into that hut there,” panted Nadine. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE YELLOW WAVE 


296 

“ It is not bullet-proof,” said Yoshio, “ we shall 
be shot anyway.” 

“ Do you think that we shall ? ” said Nadine. 
“ We are together.” 

“Come, then,” said Yoshio, “but do not lift 
your head.” 

They crawled on the belly along a dark footpath 
under trees, till they came to a garden-gate, and by 
it passed into a hut ; there, lying on the earthen 
floor, they could hear branches crashing down and 
bark being ripped off where the fire swept in squalls. 
They could not see each other, it was so dark, but 
their arms were round each other’s neck, and their 
faces were together. 

“ I have felt that I shall die of the wound in my 
arm,” said Nadine, having anon to lift her voice 
for the noise ; “ I could not show it to the surgeon, 
for then they would have known that it is I who 
am ‘ the girl,’ and it is getting all inflamed. I have 
had such a fever to-day ! I nearly slept on sentry. 
But I shall not die now, not of that.” 

“ Your skin is fearfully hot,” said Ybshio.- “ Does 
your head ache now so badly ? ” 

“ Yes, it does ache ; but that will be well now.” 

“No, this hut is far from bullet-proof,” said 
Yoshio, all their talk being disjointed, hysterical , 
hardly answering each other’s, but flying off to new 
subjects. “ I wish we could find better cover. 
Both sides are shooting at us like devils. They 
shouted * traitor ’ after me, the cranes.” 

“ It was hard to be shot by you,” said Nadine 
without answering him ; “ I could not tell you of 
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that. It felt as- if it was the good God who kept on 
shooting at me, and did not love me any more, so 
that I had nothing left anywhere. And I pitied 
you as much as myself. But why did you not get 
my note-book before ? Have you read of my 
scenting violets on that 25th of March, the day 
when you left Irkutsk ? ” 

“ Yes, I have read it. I shall go out and look for 
better cover. Did you hear a bullet crash through 
the wall ? It is only made of mud. What a bom- 
bardment ! — what an uproar ! — what have we done 
to them ? Did they expect me to leave you to 
be killed by them ? ” 

“ They must be shooting at one another, not at 
us ; only, we are between. . . . Yes, and I scented 
them again when I was in the Shini Mart * and you 
were in the other steamer : I am sure that I scented 
them. And we shall not be killed to-night, or I 
should have scented them again, but I have not. 
After all, we are together, and it was not in vain 
what we have done and suffered, for we are together, 
if only once. I wish I had some more water. Have 
you any ? ” 

“ I did not bring any water with me. How you 
are trembling in spasms ! ” 

“ It is the fever ; I felt as if I must die on sentry, 
but now I feel all awake, only thirsty, and a bright 
light seems to burn in my head. How they are 
firing ! The Japanese must be going to charge the 
hill. ... I cannot believe that we are together — 
together. Oh, you do not know ! Sometimes I 
seemed to be chasing a dream, to have left my home 
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for a shadow, for something said to me : ‘ There is 
no Yoshio, no husband, no midnight marriage, no 
world, no God, no anything — you have only dreamt 
all this, and you are a little foolish magpie who has 
gone out like a Quixote battling after a fancy of 
your brain.’ Then my heart used to fail me for 
weariness, for I am only a young girl, and I would 
then wish for death. But here you are beside me 
now — I handle you — this can’t be a dream of my 
brain also. In an hour’s time the dawn will lighten, 
and I shall then see your face.” 

At this moment Yoshio at the top of his voice 
shouted out in his own language : “ Gods, we are 
undone ! Save her ! ” for he felt himself being buried 
under a flood of earth, as a mortar-shell from the 
north-west laid low the north wall of the hut. 
Under this rage of fire and earth they lay hushed 
for some minutes, no more daring to speak than if 
that which is above man had visited them in 
thunder. At last Yoshio panted to her — 

“ Nadine. Are you hurt ? Speak ! ” 

“ Not much hurt. Are you ? ” said Nadine. 

“ No. It was mortar, that. Gods, have mercy 
upon us ! Mortar is very searching. It is wonder- 
ful that we were not shot. The next will blow us 
and the hut too away from here, and this is the 
night of our death, Nadine.” 

“ Perhaps we may escape,” said Nadine, trembling ; 
“ the others may not chance to come so near.” 

“ Let us move. There is a table just there, which 
we will put on its side against the wall.” 

“ But perhaps the next one will strike just where 
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we move to : it might be lucky to keep just where 
we are, and trust in God.” 

“ No, come.” 

Yoshio leapt up out of the debris, Nadine followed 
him, and in a flurry of haste they tilted up a table 
of logs, laid one of its edges on the south wall, and 
lay down between table and wall. 

“ You are trembling terribly,” said Yoshio. 

“ It was so terrible,” answered Nadine, “ and 
the fever, too : it moves about in me, and the parts 
of me where it is not burning shiver with cold.” 

“ This comes of your going into the army again 
when you had once left it. You should have stayed 
in the house of the priest till I came to you.” 

“ But I was sure of meeting you at Newchwang ! 
And when I got there and did not see you, what 
could I do but come on with the other prisoners, 
since I had no money, and no one to help me or to 
interpret for me in the town ? I was only there 
twenty minutes, and then I had to go away without 
having seen you. . . The musketry-fire seems to 
be slackening, and no more shells are falling now.” 

“ There is a mortar that has us on the left flank, 
one or two of them ; they will fire again presently, 
for I had a dream of this.” 

“ Perhaps we shall escape ; this is a large hill. 
. . . Did you see Suyematsu and Oyei at Oyosaka ? ” 

“ I saw an old woman in a chaya who caused me 
to run from her with the tale which she told me of 
you. . . . The whole of that wall is down ; the 
breeze is blowing in the spray of the rain.” 

“ That was the old Oyouki whom you saw in her 
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chaya ! Yes, they lead a happy life there ; the 
butterflies in the forest are larger than my two 
hands, and it is there that we should go to live, if 
the firing would stop. I could have been happy 
there, but I would not through longing for you, 
and something said to me, ‘ You may never have 

another chance to be happy.’ Do you think ? ” 

What Nadine was about to say was broken in 
upon by a noise and a wind — the noise of a shell 
which came along the ground, bumped against the 
table, climbed it, and fell back to the ground 
without bursting. The table jumped, cracked, 
and dropped back upon its legs, after jamming 
Yoshio and Nadine against the wall, and breaking 
some of Yoshio’s left ribs. 

Nothing was said for some time after this. The 
drizzle had turned into a rain, for the firing was 
unsettling the weather, and spray filled the broken 
hut, though there was not much of a wind. Pre- 
sently Nadine, frightened at the silence of Yoshio, 
asked him if he was hurt. Yoshio groaned. 

“ You are hurt, Yoshio ! ” cried out Nadine in 
the tone of an accusation. 

“ I am in pain,” said Yoshio. “ Are you hurt ? ” 
Nadine sat up and lifted his head on her thigh. 

“ Oh, lie down,” groaned Yoshio, “ he down ! ” 
“ Tell me, where are you hurt ? ” asked Nadine, 
who felt her hands wet with his blood. 

“ I do not know,” answered Yoshio ; “ in the 
left side. It was the table. By the gods, that 
came roughly. Lie down, lie down ! It was the 
table.” 
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“ My little one ! My sweetheart ! ” murmured 
Nadine. 

“ Are you hurt ? ” 

“ Have they killed you, my little one, my 
sweetheart ? ” 

“ It was the table that did it. There is a mortar, 
perhaps two, that has our range. I can’t — catch 
my breath.” 

“ I can’t help you, can I, my little one, my 
sweetheart ? ” 

“ It has just our range. We should have run 
before. You run now and risk the musketry.” 

“ My little one ! My sweetheart ! ” 

“ Run, and then lie down. It came roughly 

upon the table, and it was the table that struck 
)» 

me. 

“ In pain, are you, my little one, my sweet- 
heart ? ” 

“ It is my breath. It has winded me. Mortars 
are awful things. I can still feel you with me ; 
my head is on your leg. Yes, I am dying, Nadine.” 

“ My little one I But you did love me with all 
your soul, did you not ? ” 

“ Yes, with all.” 

“ And I have loved you : we have had that 
much for our own, and have it always, have we not, 
my little one ? ” 

“ Yes, but you are still with me. I should have 
told you to run, for you will be killed here. Pah, 
there is something in my mouth. I wish I had 
some — Oh ! ” 

A rifle-bullet, as Yoshio spoke, had passed 
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through the west wall where the door was, and had 
entered his breast. 

“ I think I am shot now, Nadine,” said Yoshio. 

“ My little one ! My sweetheart ! ” murmured 
Nadine, bending over his head. 

“I am shot. My mouth has blood in it. My 
honoured father wished it. When I was a boy 
they gave me a gun, and wished me to shoot birds, 
but I would not. I only wished to sit in the woods 
and play the koto." 

“ Speak to me in French, will you ? It is I, 
it is Nadine, is it not ? ” — for Yoshio had spoken 
in Japanese, and in that din Nadine could not 
understand it. 

“ It is dark in the grave,” said Yoshio, still in 
Japanese ; “ the lark does not sing in it. Is that 
she still with me ? Is it Nadine ? Gods ! her 
name is branded into my heart ; the dust in the 
grave will whisper it to me. Kiss me, Nadine ; 
you have been a queen for me.” 

Nadine pressed his oozing lips with hers. “I 
am here, am I not ? ” said she. “ It is Nadine, is 
it not ? ” 

“Nadine, good-bye,” said Yoshio again. 

“ But I am coming, too, am I not ? ” said 
Nadine. “ Even if they do not kill me, I have still 
the wound and the fever, have I not ? ” 

As she said this a little gust of four or five bullets 
swept into the hut, one of which shattered Yoshio’s 
right knee. He groaned with a deeper pain. 
Nadine rocked herself a little from side to side, 
nursing his head, bending over him with murmurs. 
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For a time Yoshio lay still. All of a sudden, 
however, in the passion of death, the young man 
sent forth the gross and bubbling cry of “ Water ! 
Water ! ” a shout which terrified the young girl 
to the heart. 

“ Almighty God ! ” she now screamed out in a 
passion, “ have pity ! ” 

After some seconds of hesitation, during which 
she quaked from head to foot, she put down his 
head from her leg, and jumped up to go to seek 
water outside, in spite of the rain of bullets there, 
for she had no water with her, having in her fever 
emptied her bottle while on sentry. But even as 
she leapt up she was all in the midst of flame, 
smoke and shrapnel : a shell had burst some yards 
from the north side of the hut, whereat the walls 
all fell away. Yoshio was burnt, and Nadine 
burnt and mortally maimed. She dropped down 
near the spot whence she had risen. 

Presently, finding Yoshio at hand, she raised 
her body, replaced his charred head in her lap, and 
so sat, rocking herself, staring and daft with awe, 
horribly hurt, but still stubborn. In one minute, 
however, she had to fall back to the ground again. 

By that time the darkness was lifting ; the 
musketry-fire which had been going on nearly an 
hour was slackening, especially that from the 
heights ; and, about ten minutes after Nadine fell, 
the Japanese cheered in victory, and, to the aston- . 
ishment of the Russians, charged up the hill, only 
to be themselves astonished at finding no one at 
the top but Nadine with the head of Yoshio on 
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Lher. They were met by fire from the trenches on 
the heights, but at the same moment their bugle 
was sounding the retire, and they ran back down 
without any loss. In fact, as is the way with night- 
operations, the 300,000 rounds of shot fired on 
each side had hurt no one, except the two fugitives 
who had been caught in the storm of lead. 
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THE END 

T WO of the Japanese, on gaining the hill-top, 
had seen Yoshio and Nadine ; soon, there- 
fore, some stretcher-bearers with the Red Cross 
went up to bring them down to the Japanese side. 

Nadine screamed out when she was touched, but 
still would not have her dead friend taken from 
her, putting out her hand and retaining his stretcher. 
So the men humoured her whim. 

The story of Yoshio’s treason was by this time ' 

spread through the regiment, but as yet Baron M ! 

only, who had been reading Nadine’s note-book, 
and the colonel knew the cause of that treason. ' 
These two walked with the stretchers to the dressing-'' 
station. 

The surgeon shrugged his shoulders when he saw 
Nadine, she was so far beyond his skill. 

“ It is not a soldier, surgeon-major,” said the 
colonel, “ but a young girl : something must be 
done to put her out of her pain.” 

The surgeon gave her a little morphia. She was 
then put on a spring-bed in a wagon and taken 
across the valley eastward. It was nearly day now, 
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but tiie voice of no bird but the cock was to be 
heard, the air was wet with rain, the leaves on the 
ground were soaked, and a bleak wind of autumn 
blew. The valley was empty : no shepherd gave 
to the sheep their morning-washing, for the last 
of the villagers had fled ; the battalion and a half 

had returned to camp. Baron M walked by 

the side of the wagon in which was Nadine, fin 
which also was the body of his son, whose black 
face he could no longer recognize. They wended 
up the road to the Japanese hills and to the camp, 
where Nadine was put on the little bed in the tent 
which was being used by the baron. All the camp 
was now gossiping of what had happened, of Yoshio’s 
act, and the muddle of the night-operation. 

Baron M sat by the side of the young girl, 

the surgeon sat at her head, and the colonel stood 
at her feet. She had on a coarse blue gown, for 
her burnt clothes had easily come away from her 
at the dressing-station. She lay in sleep, panting 
in a galloping, light way. 

Presently the colonel stooped to Baron M — -, 
whispering : “ Shall I send to tell her father ? ” 

“ No,” answered the baron. 

“ Ah, you think not,” said the colonel. 

“ This girl,” said the baron, “ is the wife of my 
son. She has chosen to leave her father and come 
across a continent to my son. She has no father 
but me.” 

“Well, if you think that true ” said the 

colonel, and nothing more was said. Soon after- 
wards the colonel went out. 
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Nadine was then murmuring to herself, repeat- 
ing the name of her old nurse, Ivan Shtcherbakoff, 
for she thought that she was at Irkutsk, looking at 
a church called the church of Gregory of Nyssa 
facing her hotel, after hearing that Yoshio was not 
in Irkutsk. Soon, however, her mind came back 
to her, she opened a little her right eye, the left 
being blind, and, after looking a little round, said 

in a whispering voice to Baron M : “ They 

have taken him from me.” 

The baron bent over her, saying : “ Do you wish 
him to be here ? It might be better not.” 

“ Are you his father ? ” she asked. 

!* Yes.” 

“ Let him be with me,” said she. 

“ I will,” said he. 

The baron went out, and soon Yoshio was 
brought in, covered over with a macintosh. His 
head was placed near to Nadine’s, with his stretcher 
at right-angles to her bed. She glanced at the 
covered form, and almost smiled, whispering to 
Baron M , “You are good.” 

The baron bent over her with the whisper, “ Not 
very good.” 

“ Do not kill my father,” whispered the dying 
breath of Nadine : “ he is already unfortun- 
ate.” 

“ I will not, then,” replied the baron. 

“ I should like to see him,” said Nadine. 

The baron did not answer to this. 

“ He is my father,” whispered Nadine, “ and 
you are my father. Can I see him ? ” 
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“ Yes,” answered the baron ; “ anything that 
you wish I will do.” 

“ If I had gone to you, you would have done 
whatever I wished,” whispered Nadine. 

“ Perhaps not,” said the baron, “ but now I will. 
Only ask, and I will.” 

“ Look at him, he lies still,” said the young girl, 
turning her eye a little with half a smile toward the 
form under the macintosh. 

“ Yes, he lies still,” repeated the baron. 

“ He did not wish to do any harm (il ne voulait 
faire de mal d per sonne),” said the young girl. 

“ Nor did you,” whispered the baron, getting 
up and going away ; but he returned to the tent 
in a few minutes, after having spoken with the 
colonel outside, and sat with her. Nadine fell into 
dreams again, breathing like one very near to 
death. 

It became ten o’clock, but within the bell-tent 
it remained dim, for the opening was small, and 
the day misty and wet. At ten-fifteen a China- 
man, led by the sergeant-of-the-guard, appeared 
at the tent-door with a paper which he handed to 
the baron — a note from Prince Ching and General 
Ma, asking if they could see the baron at once. 

“ Say no,” was the baron’s short answer. 

Then on a sudden, at ten-thirty, an agitated 
man in grey breeches with scarlet stripes appeared 
at the tent-door, his breath venting in puffs from 
his nostrils, his swarthy skin now wan. It was 
Prince Devriloff, led by the colonel. 

The prince’s stooped head suddenly prying into 
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the tent took Baron M unawares, though the 

baron had sent for him. The baron leapt up from, 
bending over Nadine. The two enemies looked j 
into each other’s face, the prince without any j 
malice in his eyes, for perfect grief cadts out malice, ! 
but the baron, for one moment, with the malice of I 
habit. Then the baron moved away from the bed J 
as far as he could get, whereat the prince, without 
saying anything, hurried to the bedside, and stood 
over his daughter. 

He no longer saw there the pert and lovely 
young girl who had worn her fur toques cocked a 
little aside, with short dresses fitting her hips like 
a glove, and the damask-rose in her cheeks ; her 
left cheek was now baked hard, so that her smile 
was an attempt on the right side only, and she was 
bald. Sobs that hardly made any sound shook 
the prince’s bosom as he looked down at her. He 
had had many calamities in this life, so that his 
shoulders were rather bowed with them ; his infant 
son had been burnt to death, his race almost cut 
off, and he had always pretended to take it with 
a hard-headed mockery at fate : but at this sight 
of Nadine, his best-beloved, his heart was broken, 
and, falling down presently by the bedside, he had 
to humble himself in the presence of "his old enemy, 
and give vent to the sounds of his grief. 

The surgeon, who had sat with the dying girl, 
doing what little services he could for her, went 

out at this, and Baron M , too, went out, 

leaving the prince alone with Yoshio and Nadine 
for some time. 
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Nadine once again woke to sense between eleven 
o’clock and noon, turned her dim eye at the form 
of Yoshio, almost smiled in her momentary way, 
and whispered the word “ Papa.” 

She was now panting very fast toward her last 
earthly goal, with that look of scare still to be seen 
on her face, as on the faces of those who have come 
through flames of fire. The doctor and Baron 

M were again present, the latter fascinated to 

the tent, but standing away back against the 
canvas, as though nearness to the prince was pesti- 
lence. The prince sat over his daughter. 

“ Papa,” whispered Nadine presently, while the 

prince bent down his ear to hear, “ forgive -** 

She failed, but on making another effort, whis- 
pered : “ Forgive Ivan Shtcherbakoff.” 

Then, five minutes later, she whispered : “ Je 
souffre — I suffer.” 

After this she never said anything, but presently 
seemed, by a motion of the eye and head, to wish 

Baron M to come to her. When the baron 

came, she took his right hand in hers, and tried to 
draw it to her father’s hand. The baron, how- 
ever, resisted this drawing, and she could not take 
hold of her father’s and the baron’s hands together, 
for she had only one hand, her left fingers being 
half burned away. She therefore let go the baron’s 
hand, took hold of her father’s, and tried to draw 

it toward Baron M ’s hand. But her father, 

too, resisted, kissing her with floods of tears. 

Still she would have her way, but still her father 
resisted the drawing of her hand. 
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“ Just to humour her, then,” whispered Baron 
M- — to the prince. 

The baron held out his hand, and the prince 
took it, each with the shadow of a smile at the 
down-turned comers of his lips. 

A few minutes after this Nadine had ceased to 
live. 

It was then close to the stroke of noon. 

By this time the regiment knew the truth that 
the little Russian soldier who had been killed was 
a young girl, the daughter of Prince Devriloff ; 
that Yoshio’s treason was on account of this little 
one ; that she, the Russian, was the wife of Yoshio, 
the Japanese ; that she had left her palace home 
and crossed over half the world through snow, and 
lived the life of the common soldier, and passed 
through the flames of war, in order to come to him, 
and then had found him only to die with him. 
The little Japanese soldiers spoke together of this 
in low, and sometimes choked, voices all that day. 
When Prince Devriloff passed away through the 
camp, it was between men who stood with their 
heads bowed and bared, and their eyes on the 
ground. 

In camps news and rumours fly fast, and cause 
deep emotions. Before afternoon the story was 
being told and retold, sometimes with over-drawn 
details, in many of the Japanese camps and in 
many of the Russian ; it had spread by evening 
through the two armies. When the simple-hearted 
Russian soldiers heard it, they embraced one another, 
and shed tears. 
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The reason of the failure of the night-operation 
had been telegraphed to Tokio, for Yoshio’s treason 
was a matter of great importance, since the camp 
of the 69th Regiment, upon which the attempt had 
been made, was supposed to be somehow “ the 
key ” of the Russian position ; but in Tokio also 
the story of Yoshio and Nadine had the same effect 
as in the army. The Emperor of Japan ordered 

his condolences to be conveyed to both Baron M- 

and Prince Devriloff, and suggested a funeral with 
something of military honours for the two ill-fated 
young soldiers. 

The Tsar, on his side, telegraphed much the same 
thing. 

At the funeral the next evening the regiments of 
both of the two dead were allowed to be present 
and lined the road through the valley, many of 
the Japanese bearing branches of the mournful 
sakaki, the sacred tree of the Shintos. There the 
big, friendly Russian put his arm about the little 
Jap, and the Jap, with sweet retort, put his about 
the Russian, for they mixed together, as they waited 
for the funeral in a drizzly twilight, till far away 
the muffled boomings of the drum smote upon the 
ear and heart, and then, long afterwards, as the 
funeral crawled nearer, Chopin’s dead-march wail- 
ing, and then the wheels of the gun-carriage with the 
coffins on it crunching quite near at last in the 
mud. 

The coffins could not be seen, each being covered 
with both the Russian and the Japanese ensigns, 
the saltire and the rising sun ; in front of the gun- 
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carriage went the firing-party with their arms re- 
versed, behind it Nadine’s company, then Yoshio’s ; 
then followed officers of several regiments of both 
armies ; and among these, side by side on horses, 
pretending to be unconscious of each other, Prince 
Devriloff and Baron M . 

When the wailing of the dead-march had passed 
too far off to be any longer heard, or even the pierc- 
ing cries of the shono-fues blown by the Shinto 
priests, still the boomings of the drum smote upon 
the ear and heart of the crowd which lined the 
road. All stood uncovered, and many tears were 
shed. 

There was no church in the valley ; the Russian 
chaplain read the service over a grave which had 
been digged in a little grove near the village. 

At the graveside stood Prince Devriloff and 

Baron M together, for this had to be done for 

decency. 

Yoshio’s coffin was lowered first, then Nadine’s. 
The shades of night gathered fast as the marl dropped 
upon them. A Russian lieutenant presently called 
out a word-of-command, whereat the firing-party, 
made up of Russians and Japanese, presented arms ; 
and three volleys were fired over the grave. 

All was now over and done ; the mourners de- 
parted on their several ways from the grave ; the 
two crowds were marched back to their camps ; 
and the two lovers were left to the loneliness of the 
valley. 

But twenty minutes afterwards two men met on 
foot by the grave — the prince and the baron, for 
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each had only pretended to go away, and wished 
to brood a little alone by the grave of his child. 
They gave a start of surprise when they found 
themselves face to face once more in that dark spot, 
and nothing was said for a minute or two ; then 
the baron, striking his hand into the hand of the 
prince, wrung it, saying in a low voice, “ the will 
of God, prince.” 

He then at once walked away. 

As soon as he returned to camp, a Chinese mes- 
senger brought him a note, asking if he would now 
see his two high Chinese visitors. “ Yes,” was the 
baron’s answer ; but before the two Chinese had 
come to him, he had tom into four pieces that war- 
like document which they were partly there to see 
him sign. 

Later in the same evening the baron refused to 
see Kotohito, the Socialist editor, who was also 
there to urge upon him the uses, just then, of world- 
wide war. In fact, the baron, more far-sighted 
than his friends, had everywhere observed during 
the last two days the growth of a new mood which 
changed the genius of the moment, and made wait- 
ing wise. 

The same night he sent to Prince Devriloff Nadine’s 
note-book and Yoshio’s belt ; the prince in return 
sent to him some of Nadine’s furs which she had 
left at the inn at Karinsk on the evening when she 
first put on soldier’s clothes. 

From the acom the oak grows, and great things 
from small. Nations are made of men, and history 
of the moods of men. The soldiers, for instance, 
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who had wept together at the burial of Yoshio and \ 
Nadine, could hardly just afterwards kill one 
another ; and because of this the course of history-/ 
was turned. 

In Japan the story of the lovers had in two days 
so wonderfully spread, that even in remote villages 
torch-light processions bore on banners the names 
of Yoshio and Nadine. On hearing a mention of 
those names, men, women and children uttered 
the cry, “ a thousand years ! ” 

In many parts of Russia something of the same 
kind happened, the story of Yoshio and Nadine soon 
acquiring in country places the homeliness of a 
folk-tale. Thus, like the kingdom of God, it spread , } 
the leaven leavening the whole lump, till the love j 
of two children became the friendship of two peoples, ■, 
and the peace, in its time, came. 
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H EAR, however, Baron M prophesying 

Change ! It was two weeks after the peace, 
in a hall of teeming, manufacturing Osaka, with a 
great throng of the workers in the hall before him, 
and Messrs. England and Petersen there, cheering 
for joy, and many Tiger-hunters ; and he cries 
out : 

“ Yes, the peace has come, more perhaps through 
the influence of a foolish boy and a sweet girl than 
some of you know. Not quietness, however, and 
jood cheer, but work, and a hard lip, is the call of 
your age. A hundred years ago a word was spoken, 
honourable friends, and the four winds took it up— 
EgaliU / Time is in pain with it, the stars in their 
.courses fight for it ; this late war was a war on behalf 
of it ; the womb of the world is in love with it. 
Would you like to be prosperous, and go far, and 
be borne on a strong stream ? Then, be on the 
side of it. Say good-bye to the past ! — a fond good- 
bye, if you like, but, if you love your skins, say, 
good-bye. For the twentieth century, I tell you, 
will have nothing to do with the sixteenth. To 
the nation that loves the sixteenth, and the croon- 

sis 
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ing of hymns on ffite-days, she says : ‘Yes, love 
the sixteenth, and croon the dear old hymns 
at street-comers : but as for Me, I am large 
and in haste, and can’t wait for you.’ Upon 
every sort of aristocracy, of bladder importance, or 
pretty sham, She turns a chill smile : for not fancies, 

I say, but fact, not loudness but arithmetic, not 
prestige but merit, shall reap her greatly good 
things. Yes, the word has been spoken ; for a hun- 
dred years it has been at work : see how already 
its meaning has widened, meaning no more the 
equality of man with man merely, but of people 
with people, of woman with man, of peasant with 
Tsar, of yellow with white — nay, of ape and dog 
and tadpole with human. A hundred years, I say: 
but more than that : for its inventor was a Jewish 
workman with the brain of a God who lived two 
thousand years ago ; but it was invented over again 
by France — France, the brain of the world, the 
child of Reason, the wild-eyed mother of liberty, 
the glory of the past, the grace and leaven of the 
present, the hope of the future. She will carry it 
still farther — it will work and work ; and it is the 
destiny of your brothers in China, and of you here 
also, in your smaller way, to have a high hand in^ 
its triumph. Let us, then, be keen and diligent : ] 
let us all shout together : Long live the twentieth ! 
century ! down with aristocrats, whether they be 1 
men or nations ! long live the revolution . . .” ' 

The End. 
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